Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



^Tl '»i: j i wi M iwwpiiwiawBpitpg 



_■_ iw'-.Ji'.v.^:. 



THE 



I L 



I 



A D 



O F 



H 



O 



M 



E 



R 



VOL. O. 



/ 



•«!• 



•1 



THE 



ILIAD 



O F 



i'-^J8o^ 



H O M E R. 



TRANSLATED BY 



JAMES MACPHERSON, Efq; 



IN TWO VOLUMES. 



VOL. JL 



LONDON: 

PRINTED FOR T. BECKET AND P. A. DE HQNDT, IN THE STRAN&i 
AND SOLD ALSO BY T. CADELL, IN THE STRAND; J. ROBSON, 
IN BONDSTREETj .BROTHERTON AND SEWELL, IN CORN- 
HILL; AND E. AND C DILLY, IN THE POULTRY. 



MDCCLXXIII. 



THE 



ILIAD 



O F 



HO M E R. 



BOOK XIII. 



WHEK Jove had opened wide^ to the (hips, a. 
path for Troy and for Heftor divdne : He left 
them contending in arms ; expofed to perils and ceaifelefs 
toils. Backward he turned, from the field, the radiant 
-orbs of his heavenly eyes. He furveyed the realms of the 
Thracians, illuflrious breakers of warlike fteeds : The 
land of the clofe-fighting Myfi, of the Hippomolgi, afar 
xenowned ; who feed on the milk of their herds ; — ^the 
•longeft-lived, the moft juft of mankind. To Troy, i\o 
more, he turned, around, the awful fplendour of his 
eyes. Nor deemed the god, from his foul, that any 
deathlefs power would defcend,— to aid the Trojans or 
the Argives in fight. 

Vol. II. B Nor 



2 THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XIIT. 

Nor a carelefs watch held ' the king,— great Nep- 
tune, who rules the main. Viewing the battle and ftrife^ 
he fat, on the wood-covered fummits of Thracian Samos. 
Lofty Ida role. whole in his fight; the city of Priam,, 
and the navy of Argos. Emerged from his ocean, he fat. 
He pitied the Greeks, from his foul. He pitied the fub- 
dued^ by the Trojans. His wrath flamed againft feAer 
Jove. From the broken tops of the hills, he defcends ; 
ftretching forward his rapid ftrides. The high moun- 
tains, with all their woods, fhook beneath the immortal 
feet of the moving god. Thrice he llretched his mighty 
ftride ; with the fourth, he arrived at his deftined place : 
In the facred limits of JEgas. There, in the depth of 
the main, arofe, aloft, his beauteoiu halls : All gold, 
beaming bright, of incorruptible materials formed. 

Here the god arrived, in his ftrength. He joined his» 
brazen-footed fteeds to the car. His fteeds, that contend 
with the winds, in fpeed : On their Ihouldcrs, pouring 
their golden manes. In gold he clbathed his deathlefs 
form. His golden whip he grafpt in his hand ; and 
mounted his own bright car.' He iffued forth, on hisi 
heaving waves. The mighty whales roll large by his fide 
Exulting, they acknowledge their king. With joy the- 
fea divides her waves. O'er the levelled billows^ they 

glide 
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.glide with fpeed : Nor bathed, beneath, is the axle of brafs. 
Thus his fleet fteeds bore, along, the awful power, to 
the navy of Argos. In the depth of the billowy main, 
there fpreads, beneath, an ample cave : Betv/een the fea- 
waflied fhores of Tenedos and Imbros, rugged with rocks. 
There, the god who (hakes the world, placed his fteeds, 
in their fpacious flails. He loofed them, from the fplen- 
<lid car : And laid, before them, immortal food. Round 
their feet, golden fhackles he threw, infrangible, not to 
be loofed : That there they might wait the return of their 
deathlefs king. Right forward, to the fight moved the god. 

The Trojans, like the ftrength of devouring flame,—- 
like the whirlwind's refounding wing, followed He<9:or, 
the fon of Priam ; unabating in their ardour of foul. 
Shrilly fwelled their dreadful voice. Their wild clamour 
afcended the Ikies. They hoped to take the navy of 
Argos : To flay all the Greeks, at their hollow fliips. 
The world-furrounding Neptune arrived. Emerging from 
the depth of his main, he urged the Argives to battle and 
blood. The form of Calchas he afllimed, — his voice un- 
knowing to yield. The Ajaces he firft addrefled: Already, 
prompt in their fouls to fight. 

" () AjACEs 1" began the god : " It is you, who muft 
fave the nations of Argos. Remember, O chiefs, your 

B 2 wonted 
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wonted ftrength. Drive the thoughts of {hsuneful flight,, 
from your ibuls. On no quarter, but this, I dread the 
iierce ai&ult,'' — ^the daring hands of the foe.. O'er the 
huge wall they, here, have crowded their lines. The: 
other Greeks will fuftain the fight. Here, only are 
raiied my fears. Here, I dread difafler to Argos. On 
this quarter, with fiiry, comes on,^ — ^bearing the force o£ 
ilame in his courfe *, — great He<Stor comes on, widi his 
lines, and boafts himfelf the fon of all-powerful Jove.. 
But fhould one of the deathlefs gods place the thought im 
your fouls,: — here firmly to* ftand r Here to ftand, in alL 
your arms, and to urge your, people to war : Soon the 
chief, though all-flaming in fight, would tvun his courfe 
from the guarded fliips : Should Jove himfelf urge him, 
forward to blood." 



Thus fpoke the earth-furroundihg Neptune. He: 
touched them both, with his fcepter divine. He filled,, 
with valour, their rifing fouls : And made their limbs 
light, in the fight. As the fwift- winged hawk, when he 
rouzes himfelf to fly : When he fprings from the rocL 
abrupt, and throws himfelf on the winds. 0*er the 
plain, with eager fpeed, he purfues, through the air, his. 
prey. With fuch fwiftnefs, the earth-fhaking god dif- 
appeared) from the eyes of the chiefs. The fwift fon of 

the 
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the great Oideus, £rft, perceived tke flying power. He, 
thus, addr^Jbd his winged words, to Telamon's warlike 
£bn : ** O Ajax,-" the warrior began ;. ** fome god ha&i 
appeared, to our eyes : Some dweller of fnow-cix)wned< 
Olympus aflumed the aged prophet*s form ; and com^- 
manded us to fight for the fhtps. 'Nor this wa& the grey- 
haired Calchas ;. no augur {killed in the flight of birds.. 
The fleps of his departure I knew, — his flately gait, as- 
he failed on our fight : for with eafe are diflinguifhed the 
awful fteps of the jgods.. As for me, I feeV my kindling: 
fouL. It burns, within my breafl, for rraiown. I love,, 
with ardor encreafed, the fight: The loud tumult of 
glorious arms. My feet long to bear me to blood. My 
hands, unconfcious rife, already^ • to wounds.'* 

** The fame my feelings I" the hero replied! "My 
daring hands bum with joy round the fpear. Elated my 
heart beats high. I feel niy limbs eager to move to war. 
Rouzed o'er my foul to the fight, I Icwig to meet, alone,. 
m arms, — great Hetflor the fbn of Priam ;. as he prefles, 
in his ardor, the foe." 

* 

Thus, to each other, the heroes Ipoke : Rejoicing in 
the approach of the fight. A god had awaked their va- 
lour, o'er their mighty fouls. Neptune, mean time, in 
the rear, rouzed the fons of Achaia to arms. The war- 
riors^ 
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jiors, to the fhips, had retired, — to refrefli their wearied 
fouls from the fight. With heavy toils, their limbs were 
•unbraced. Sorrow veiled, with darknefs, their minds. 
The inclining war they beheld: and, o*er their wall, 
^fcending, with tumult, the foe. Thefe they beheld, in 
their grief; and, from their eyes, defcended the tear. 
Nor deemed they, that long they could fhun, the dread- 
ful fate, which hovered around. But Neptune, with 
■eafe, as he came, rouzed their valiant lines to arms. To 
Teucer firft came the god : To Leitus great in arms, to 
the hero Peneleus, to Thoas, to Deipyrus bold : To 
Merioncs, to young Antilochus, — ikilled all in each mo- 
lion of war. Urging the heroes to fight, the god, with 
winged words, began : 

^* What difgrace has invaded the Argivps ! What 
Ihame has covered the young in arms ! In your valour I 
confided in vain. No fafety remains for the fleet : If, 
thus, you decline the fight ; and fhrink back, from the 
(toil of arms. Now iliines the fatal day, on the world : 
The day of viftory to Troy 1 Ye gods I What wonder 
prefents itfelf to thefe eyes I What dire, what unexpeded 
difgrace? The Trojans approach to our fhips. The 
timid in foul are bold. Like flying deer, were our foes : 
Like trembling hinds, that o'er the wilds, — the prey of 

lynces, 
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lynces, of leopards, of wolves, — ^feebly ftray, — not born 
for the fight. Thus, heretofore, the fons of Troy fliun- 
ned the valour and force of the Argives. Now, far from 
their city they roam ; and urge the battle before' our 
{hips : — Or, through our leader's cowardly foul, or through 
the negledt of his troops ; who, contending with their 
king, refufe to contend with the foe. They fave not 
their (hips with their fpears. Before them, they lie flain 
in their blood." 

" But if even your king is in fauFt. If the fon of Atreus 
has erred. If, unjuftly, the great Agamemnon has dif^ 
graced the fon of Peleus. It becomes not us to abate in 
the fight : To lofe the navy in his revenge. Let us 
rather repair the evil : — Eafy-healed are the fouls of the 
brave. But iU it becomes you, O chiefs! to remit, in 
the glorious ftrife. The braveft in the hoft you are ail. 
Nor I would, thus, upbraid, in ought, the coward who 
the battle declines, — the timid, the feeble in heart. But 
againft you, who, in war, are renowned, my rage kindles^ 
o'er all my foul. O foft and degenerate men ! Straight, 
an inlet you will open to woe : Your fluggifli valour will- 
meet its reward. But place, at length, within your fouls, 
—-the fear of fhame, the reproach of mankind. Dark 
fwell the perils around^ Save your navy, — fave your 

fame.. 
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:fame. Hedor advances with death. His valour he pours 
on the fhips. The gate he has broken, and burft the long 
i>ars, in twain." 

Thus, Neptune urged the Argives to war. They 
formed, deep, round the great Ajaces. Firm rofe their 
warlike ranks to the foe. Nor Mars, defcending to the 
iight, nor the ftirrer of nations, Minerva, — could the 
martial form of the lines defpife : For the braveft,— the 
chofen of Greece, waited the coming, of He<ftor divine* 
Spears crowd on fpears, as they rife ; fhield to ihield is 
<:lofed. Buckler its buckler fupports, helm, its helm, and 
man his man. Crowded, the horfe-hair crefts arife. The 
plumes mix, as they wave, in the wind : fo thick (land 
the warriors in arms. The lances vibrate in their hands ; 
touching, as they ftrctch them to blood. Right forward 
they move to the foe. They burn, o'er their fouls, for 
the fight. 

The gathered Trojans pour, with force, on the foe. 
All-furious great Hedor precedes. Like the wafteful 
courfe of a falling rock, which the torrent rolls large from 
the mountain's brow ; when the rugged fteep is fapped 
aloft, by the ceafelefs fhowers of high-thUndering Jove, 
High-bounding it flies down the hilL The woods, be- 
neath its courfe, refound. Refiftlefs it holds its forceful 

way; 
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way J till it reaches the ecchoing plain. There, though 
•rouzcd with gathered fpeed, it ceales to roll amain. Thus 
Hedor threats deftruAion to Argos 5 rolling, furious, his 
ilrength to the main. He deemed, that he could reach 
the tents ; and wade, in blood, to the fhips of the Ar* 
gives. But, when he came to, the phalanx, he ftopt,— +> 
leaning forward, with all his ftrength. Before him ftood 
the Argives in arms. Thick rattle the (pears on his mail. 
The fwords fall crafhing, on every fide. They (hove 
him, large, away with force. With blows ftaggeringj 
the chief retreats. Loud, fwells his voice to the Tro- 
jans ; thus urging them forward to fight. 

" O Trojans and Lycians renowned! Dardanians, 
fighting hand to hand! Stand firm to your arms, O 
friends. Not long the Greeks fliall fufiain mine arm: 
Though firm the phalanx, they prefent to the foe* But, 
nowy I deem, they will yield to this fpear : If, in truth, 
I am urged to the fight, by the moft powerful of all the 
gods,—- the high-thundering hufband of Juno." 

Thus {poke the chief; and rouzed their ftrength. He 
kindled valour o'er all their fouls. Deiphobus, the fon 
of Priam, with mind elated, firft, advanced. Before 
his breaft, aloft, he held the round orb of his fpacious 
ihield. Light was his tread, as he moved. His buckler 

Vol. n. C covered 
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covered hk body whole. Meriones, with all his forces 
aiinecl at the chief his beamy fpear. Nor ftrayed the 
bright point from the mark. He ftruck the round Hiield 
of the hero. Nor pierced the fteel the bull's -tough hide^ 
Shivered^ fell t;he founding lance to the ground. Dei- 
phobus held, diflant, his ihield ^ For much he dreaded 
from his foul, the fpear. Difappointed, the hero fell 
back, — through the troop of his warlike friends. Much 
grieved he, — enraged in his heart ; for the victory loft^ 
—for his broken fpear. To the (hips he haftened, back- 
ward, his way ; to bring the long lance, which lay in. 
his tent. 

The reft toiled, with fury, in fight. The fhrill cla- 
mour afcended the flcies. Teucer, firft, a warrior flew r 
Imbrius in battle renowned ; the fbn of valiant Mtntorj 
rich in bounding fteeds. In high Pedaeus, the hero 
dwelt ; ere yet came the Argives to Troy. The fpoufe 
of beauteous Medeficaft^ ; Priam*s daughter^ by a iecret 
bed. When the Argives arrived in their (hips j to Iliumy 
again, he returned : And excelled, amid the Trojans 
in arms. In the king's proud palace, he dwelt. Priam 
honoured the chief, like a fon. Him, the fon of Tela- 
mon ftruck, beneath the ear, with his pointed lance. 
The fpear he regains, fcom the wound. He fell to the 

earth: 
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earth : Like an alli, which, on the moiuntain's hr-Ssqa 
brow, falls beneath the founding fleel, and fpreads its 
tender leaves, on the ground. . Thus funk the heip in 
death. O'er his body, found hailnly his arms. 

Teucer rufhed to fpoil the flain. Hedor launched 
his bright fpear, as he came. The chief perceived tht 
rufliing death : And, bending, fhunned the brazen lance. 
But it ftruck the warlike Amphimachus, the fon of A<Sto- 
rian Cteatus. On his breaft fell the fpear, as he came. 
Refounding, he fell to the ground. Harfhly clank, o*er 
his body, his arms. Great HeAor advanced, in his force ; 
from his temples, to tear the bright helm : From the 
head of warlike Amphimacus, now dead, in his flowing 
blood. Ajax launched, on Hedtor, his fpear. To his 
body, no paflage it found. Sheathed whole was the 
chief, in bright fteeL , His bofly fliield great Ajax 
ftruck : And fhoved him back, with mighty forte. The 
hero retreats, from both the ilain. The fons of Argos 
drag the bodies away. 

Stichius and the noble Meneftheus, the leaders of 
Athens, inarms, — -bore, the unhappy Amphimachus, to 
the lines of the Argive powers. But Imbrius is dragged, 
by the great Ajaces ; both lovers of the furious fight. As 
two lions force a goat from the hounds, when, with fury, 

C a they 



13 THE ILIAI> OF 



FooK xiir. 



they tear the prey. Through the brufh-wood they bear 
her along : Held, aloft, from the earth, in their jaws. 
Thus, alofty the two warlike^ Ajaces bore the breathlefa 
Imbrius, along. They ftript the flain of hb beauteous 
arms. His head is lopt fhort, from his neck ; by the. 
gallant fon of Oileus, enraged at Amphimachus' fall- 
He rolled the head, through the lines of the foe. Before 
the feet of Hedor, it fell in the dull. 



Then firft, from his inmofl foul, the world-furround- 
ing Neptune was wroth. ,He raged for his grandfbn's. 
fell ; left in blood, in the difmal fight. Quick, he 
ftrode through the tents, — through the {hips of the Ar- 
give powers : Urging the Greeks *to the war ;: preparing 
llaughter and death for Troy. Idomeneus, renowned at 
the fpear, came, firft, forward on the fteps of the god : 
Returning from a friend beloved, whom wounded through' 
the leg by the foe, his companions had conveyed to his 
tent. Having given his commands for his cure, the king; 
returned to the tumult of arms : Still eager to partake 
of the fight. To him fpoke the fovereign of Ocean ; 
in voice like Thoas, the fon of Andraemon : Who, through 
the wide bounds of Pleuron, through Calydon, rugged 
with rocks,— o'er the fierce ^tolians reigned ; honoured, 

like a god, by his troops. 

" Idomeneus, 
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<* iDOMENfius," the god began: "Leader of the 
Cretans m artnsf Whither are fled the threats of the 
Argives ? The deftrudion, which they menaced to Troy?" 
— ^" O Thoas I'* replied the king : " No warrior, is now,, 
in fault. None, I deem, is to blame of the Argives. 
' We all arc fkiBed, in each motion of war. - None, by 
terror, is detained from the fight. None, yielding to* 
floth, flies the war^ But, thus, it feems good to the- 
foul-— of the all-powerful. ofKpring of Saturn ; that, in^ 
glorious, the Greeks fliould perifli, far from Argos, their 
native land. But Thoas, heretofore thou wert brave. 
The mark of thine arm is in. war. Thou wert wont to 
encourage the refl:: To urge forward the remitting in; 
arms. Ceafe not, therefore, thy hand, from the fight. 
Still encourage others to blood/* 



I 

To him replied the earth-fhaking power : " Idome- 
neus, perifli that man I Let him never return from Troy I- 
Let him, here, be the fport of dogs j — who, to-day, 
fliall remit, in the fight. Haften, Advance, in thine 
arms. This quarter demands all thy fpeed. Together, 
let us rufli to the field. We both may relieve the diftreA 
fed. Ufeful, when combined is the valour of men. The 
moft feeble, when joined, may fucceed. But we are 
both fkilled in the fight.. We know to contend with the 
brave J' 

Thus 
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Thus (poke the god : And mingled again, with the 
tumult and clangour of arms. Idomeneus returned to his 
tent. 0*er his body, he drew his bright arms. Two 
fpears he grafpt in his hands. He iillied iR>rth, like the 
bolt of Jove : When the great fbh of Saturn, — ^receiving 
it bright in. his hand,— launches it, from flaming Olym- 
pus ; a dire portent to mankind. Bright £a£h the fparks, 
as it flies. So gleamed the fleel round the king ; refletSb- 
ing varied light, as he flew. Meriones he met, in his 
courfe : His faithful fervant and valiant friend. He met 
him, while yet near his tent. The hero rufhed for a 
brazen fpear. To him began the ftrength of Idomeneus : 

" Meriones, fon of Molus, fwift of foot, moft be- 
loved of my friends ! Why return'fl thou to the (hips of 
the Argives ? Why leav'fl thou battle and the tumult of 
arms ? Art thou wounded, by the darts of the foe ? Or 
comeft thou, with a meflage to me ? Nor I wifh to fit, 
in my tent. My foul demands, ofherfelf, the fight.** 

To him the prudent Meriones 3 "O Idomeneus I** 
the hero began : ** King of Cretans, covered over with 
piails. I come to demand a fpear : If any remains inthy 
tents. The lance, which I borie, broke fhort, . on the 
fhield of a noble foe : — ^On the fhield of Deiphobiis, ds 
he raged, in the front of the fight." — The fbvereign of 
Crete replied : " Not one alone, but twenty fpears, 

thou 
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thou may*ft find, in my lofty tents. They lean, beam- 
ing bright, to the wall, the fpoil of Trojans flain by this 
arm. Nor is it my way in the fight, at a diflance ta 
ftand fi-om the foe. Much, therefore, is my fpoil, ia 
long Ipears, in bofiy ihields, in helmets, of brafs;— in. 
breaft- plates that fhine, from afar*" 

To him the prudent Meriones : " In my tents, in my 
dark, hollow fhlp, . many are the bright fpoils of the foe^ 

• > 

But, now, diftant, they are all from my . hand. Nor I„ 
if right I judge of my Ibul, forget, in ought, my valour 
in fight.. . Amid .the . firfl I fhine forth in the field, — ^in 
battle, which gives fame to mankind. I fland forth, in 
the front of the line, when the loud tumult of war af^ 
cends. My valour might another • efcape ; — might pafs, 
unheeded, by the bright-mailed Argives : but I deem^ 
that to thee, it is known.'* 

The leader of the Cretans replied : *« To me well thy 
valour is known. Why repeat'fl thou thy deeds, in mine 
cars? Should we, her€, be chofen to wait; — near the 
fhips, in ambufh to lie y — ^Which mofl difplays the valour 
of men. There the timid appeac confejQed: And the 
valiant, confpicuous, fhine. The colour of the feeble in 
arms, flies, varied, along his face: Nor, untremblingi 
he fits in his place : Nor ftill lies his foul in his breaft. 

Hi&. 
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His knees knock each other, through fear. He, cowr- ^ 
ing, experts his death. Wild heaves his beating heart ta 
his fide. The chatter of his teeth ftrikes the ear. But 
the colour of the valiant remains. He trembles not, o*er 
disjoints, — when placed in the ambufh of heroes. He 
longs to contend in arms ; — to mix in bloody fight, with 
the foe. — ; There thy valour would gain thee applaufe : 
For fhould'ft thou, at hand, or from far, receive a 

m 

wound in the toils of the fight : Nor, behind, would 
fall the dart of the foe ; but, on thy breaft, advancing 
in arms. — But no more I Let us end our difcourfe. It is 
folly, here, longer to (land : Left others, with reafon, 
may blame. Go. Enter my tent. Take a fpear.** 

He {poke. The hero entered, like furious Mars. He 
took the brazen fpear in his hand ; and followed the 
fteps of the king : Wildly eager to plunge, in the fight. 
As when the deftroyer of armies, furious Mars ifiues forth 
to his wars. Him, Terror, his much-lov-ed fon, ftrong 
and fearlefs, attends, in his courfe : Striking fear through 
the fouls of the firmeft in fight. Armed, the powers 
defcend from Thrace, againft the Ephyri ; or magnani-r 
jnous Phlegyae. Deaf are their ears to the prayers of both 
the hofts : But, one or other, they will cover with fame. 
Such was the warlike Meriones, fuch Idomeneus, th? 

leader 
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leader, of armies. Rapid they flrode forward to war : 
Beaming bright in their founding arms. 

Meriones, firft, addrefled his words to the king : 
" Son of Deucalion I" he faid : " To what quarter leads 
thy foul to the fight ? To the right, wilt thou urge 
thy fteps ? To the center ? To the left of the line ? In 
no quarter is not wanting our aid. Dreadful perils hang 
o'er the whole hoft." 

" In the center,** faid the fovereign of Crete, " there 
are others, who the navy defend* The two Ajaces lift 
their fpears. Mighty Teucer is there in arms ; /kil- 
led, at once, to bend the bow ; to launch the lance, 
in {landing fight. Thefe will employ the arms, the 
boundlefs fury in fight, of great He<3:or, the fon of Priam, 
though HE, above meafure, is brave. Hard is the talk 
for the chief, though burning, like a flame, in the fight ; 
to overpower the ftrength of fuch chiefs, to force, through 
their invincible hands, his wafteful courfe to the navy of 
Argos : If Jove defcends not, in thunder clothed, and 
launch his flaming bolt, on the hollow fliips. To man 
will never yield, in fight, the great Telamonian Ajax : 
To mortal man, who eats the fruits of the golden Ceres ; 
if his body is pervious to ft;eel, or not proof againfl:, fly- 
ing rocks. Nor to Achilles himfelf yields the chief : Not 
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even to that breaker of armies,^ he yields, in the (landing 
fight. But, in the fwift purfuit, with the hero, he can- 
not contend. Let us bend our courfe to the left. Let 
us try, in the front of the fight : Whether we fliall giver 
to others renown ; or receive it,, ourfelvesj from the foe." 



He {poke. Meriones, equal to furious Mars, ftrode 
forward to the left of the line. When the foe bchckt 
Idomeneus, like the ftrength of devouring flame : When 
they beheld the king, with his friend, rufhing forward 
in varied arms 'y they rouzed themfelves o*er their ranks.. 
All rufhed on the godlike man.. The deadly hands of 
the foes are mixed, from each fidie. Dreadful battle is 
waked at the {hips. As when the fhrill-whiftling winds, 
arife ; when the blaft veers, from each quarter of heaven, , 
the day of the lultry fun, when much dull has 
covered the ways. From every fide afiailed, at once, the 
dufly cloud afcends ; and remains, long fixed, in the. 
iky. Thus, coUefted from every fide, they urge, in one 
place, the fight. Eager burn the fouls of all, to pierce 
each other, with pointed fi:eel. Briftled. o'er, with long; 
Ipears is the deadly fight. The eye is fl:ruek, with daz- 
zling light, from the brazen fplendour of polifiied helms, , 
from breafl-plates brightly-beaming forth,- — from the orbs 
of reful^nt (hields i as, rujfhing from each fide, they 

cng^ed* 
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engaged. Bold in heart were that man, who could be- 
hold their toil, with joy : Without feeling regret in his 
foul. 

Favouring different fides, in the war, were the two 

* • * 

fons of Saturn, tremendous in power : Pouring heavy 
woes, on the heroes, in fight. Jove favoured the arms 
•of Troy ; the vidbory to Hector would give : Honoufii^ 
the great fon of Peleus. Nor meant he, wholly, the 
Greeks to deftroy : To lay them flain, on the {hores of 
Ilium. But he honoured the iM-ight-moving Thetis : He 
honoured her daring fon. Neptune roU2xd the fouls of 
the Argives : Rifing, in fecret, from the foam of his 
^ain. He grieved to fee them vanquiflied . by Troy. 
R.age burnt^ in his foul, againfi: Jove, Equal was the 
race of both : From the fame fource fprung the powerful 
. gods. But thundering Jove was bom, the firft : And 
greater knowledge enlightened his foul. His brother, 
therefore^ avoids in the field to give his open aid to the 
Argives. In fecret he urged them to fight. In human 
form, he clothed the god. Thefe gods inclofed the 
fighting hofts ; between the lines of fierce difcord, and 
all-equalling Mars, O'er both they ftretched, the dread- 
ful lines ; infrangible, not to be loofed. The limbs of 
many were unbraced, in the fight. 

D 2 Then 
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Then firft, though half-gray with years ; — then Ido«- 
meneus rouzed the Argives. Bounding forward, he- 
turned the Trojans to flight. He flew the gallant Othry«- 
oneus, who came from the diftant Cabcfus. To the 
field, the warrior lately came. He fought, without 
dowry, Caflandra, — the moft beauteous in form of the 
daughters of Priam. Great was his promifed aid. He 
proffered, from Ilium to drive the fons of Argos, acrofs- 
the main. Aged Priam promifed the maid. He vowed- 
to give her to his arms : And, trufting to the voice, of 
the king, the hero urged the fight. Idomeneus threw, 
againfl him, the fpear; He flruck him, as he proudly- 
ilrode. ' Nor flopt the brazen breafl-plate the lance. In 
his bowels it, buried, remained. Refounding he fell ta 
the earth : And the hero gloried, thus, o'er the flain. 

" Othryoneus I" the king began: "Thee will I 
praife, beyond mankind ; if now thou wilt, all, perform,. 
* — for which to Priam thou plightedfl thy faith : When 
he promifed his daughter beloved. We, alfo, would 
treat, for thy valour j and purchafe thy fword, with a 
fpoufe. We will give thee, the fairefl in form of the 
daughters of great Atrides. From Argos, the maid fhall 
come : And afcend thy bed, in the glow of her charms : 
If thou wilt rife in arms and fack the well-peopled city 
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of facred Troy. But follow my hand to the fleet. Let 
us, there, on the nuptials confer. Follow, Othryoneus,, 
my hand.. Worthy of fuch a fon are the Argives !" • 

He fpoke : And dragged him, by the foot, through the 
loud tumult of arms. Afius, his avenger, came : On foot, 
before his high-maned fteeds. Light pacing they followed 
their lord i and breathed, upon his fhoulders broad. The 
driver obeyed his commands, and held them clofe,. 
behind the king. Much he wifhed from his inmofl foul,, 
Idomeneus to pierce, with his lance.. But he hurled, firft,. 
his pointed fpear. Through, and through his throat it 
rufhed. Afius fell, founding, to earth. As when an 
oak, on its mountain, falls,: — or. white poplar or lofty 
pine : Which the woodmen, with redoubled ftrokes,- 
lay large along the ground ;r— to ' form the. dark ihip, for: 
the main. Thus extended lay, large, the chief, before 
his fteeds and polifhed car. Loud,, chattered his teeth, 
as he died. He gralpt the bloody duft in his. hand. 

From the driver wandered his mind : Confounded at 
the fall of his lord.. His heart failed him. He turned not 
the fteeds, to fliun the. hands of the dreadful foe. Him 
the warlike Antilochus ftruck, in the breaft, with his 
Ipear. The brazen breaft-plate repelled not the point.. 
In his howela ftood fixed the long lance. Gafping, he 

i tumbled. 
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{tumbled to £arth, from the beauteous feat of his lofty 
car. The fon of Neftor, in council renowned, ieized 
the ftartlcd fteeds of the Jflain ; and drove them to the 
iine of his friends. 

De'iphobus, with rage, advanced, on Idomeneus, rc-» 
Tiowncd at the fpear. He grieved, for the fall of Afius. 
He threw his bright-beaming lance. The king faw the 
ihining death, as it catne. He funk, behind the wide round 
of his boiiy fhield : His fhield formed, ftrong, of the hides 
of bulls ; covered o'er with refulgent brafs. Beauteoufly 
turned was the orb ; with two handles fitted behind. 
Under this, he, funk wholly from view. O'er it flew 
the fpear, by the verge. Shrill rings the broad fhield to 
the lance ; as flantly it glides on the orb. Nor idly 
jrufhed the fpear from his hand robufl. He flruck the 
fhepherd of his people, Hypfenor. Through the liver, 
by the midriff, it pafTed. Death unbraces his limbs, as 
he falls. Much gloried the chief o'er the flain; and, 
thus, fwelled his voice to the foe : 

- " Nor unrevenged lies Afius, in death. His great 
foul, I deem, will rejoice ; as it darkly defcends to the 
dead : To the flrong-gated regions below. His great 
foul will rejoice, as it flies. An attendant is given by 

my fpear."— He fpoke : Grief covered the Argives, at the 

loud 
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Bond boafl of the foe.. But chief is moved the gallant 
fi>ul of Antilochus, dauntle^ in fight. Yet negleiSts he 
aot, in his grief, to cover the corfe of his friend. He 
xufhed forward to the flain, in his anns : And fetched 
o*er him his bofly {hield. The haplefs chief is borne 
away, by two of his friends beloved : By Mecifteus, the 
fon of Echius, and Alaftor, the divine. They bore 
the corfe ta the hcdlow ihips, deep-groaningy^. from their, 
inmofl fbuls^ 

Nor abated the foul of Idomeneus. Uhceafing^ he 
wiflied, in his mind, to cover fome warrior of Troy,, 
with the rifing night o( death : To cover fome hero with 
night; or to found, with his own great fall, repelling 
deflru<ftion from Argos.. He flruck the hero Alcathous ; 
the loved fon of the great ^fyetes, a warrior reared, by 
the care of Jove. Alcathous, , the fon of Anchifes, the 
fpoufe of his eldefl born,— of the glowing charms of Hip- 
■podameia. Miich her father loved the maid ; and much 
her mother revered. G*er the fair troop of her equals 
fhe rofe, in beauty, in prudence, in works of art. The 
firft of women, in all, fhe fhone ; and fhe wedded the 
noblefl in Troy. — Now Neptune fubdued her fpoufe, 
beneath the long fpear of a foe. The God threw dark- 
nefs o'er hi§ bright eyes. He entangled his limbs, as 

with 
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-with viewlefs chains. Nor back he could fly, from the 
•fpear : Nor, inclining, avoid its flight. Like a pillar, 
•without motion he fl:ood : Or lofty tree, unftirred by the 
-winds. Idomeneus fliruck his breail, with the fpear. 
Through the mail of brafs ruflied the lance. The corflet, 
that was wont tx) defend — harflily grates, as it yields to 
the fpear. Refounding, he falls to the earth. The fteely 
point is fixed in his heart ; which, bouncing high, fliook 
the fpear to its end. Soon fl:opt the motion with life. 
The hero glories o'er the flain : And, thus, fwells his 
•voice to the foe. 

" Dei'phobus !" began the king : ** Judge we right, 
when we think it but juft, — that three chiefs, for one 
hero, fliould fall, — fince fo vain were thy vaunts in our 
ears ? But thou, doughty warrior, advance. Stand 
forth, before me in fight. Feel the force of the race of 
Jove. Great Jove firfl: Minos begot : The prudent 
^ardian of fpacious Crete. To Minos was born a fon, — 
Deucalion, faultlefs in form. Deucalion begot me in 
Crete : A king of many heroes in war. Hither I am 
come, in my fhips : A fource of forrow to thee, — to thy 
father, to the people of Troy I" 

He fpoke : And, in doubtful fufpence, — hung the foul 
£>f the valiant foe : Whether to call fome Trojan, in aid ; 

or^ 
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or, alone, ±0 trj the Hrengtih of the king. While thefe 
tho\ights he revolved, in his bread ; at length it feemed 
ibelb to his mind ; to turn his fteps to the great ;£neas. 
Him he found, remote in the rear* His wrath was 
fouzed againft Priam divine : As he honoured him not, 
in ought; though, great, he Ihone amid the brave. 
Deiphobus apptoached the chief 5 and, thus, with winged 
words, began: 

** ^NEAs, great leader of Troy 1 Now, at leaft, it 
becomes thee to aid. If thou regarded a brother in 
ought : If touched is thy heart with the love of thy 
friends. Hafte> Follow my deps. Lend thine aid to 
the fpoufe of thy fider beloved : To Alcathous, who 
reared thee, while young, within his lofty halls. Prote6t 
the bleeding corfe of the chief: By Idomeneus flain in 
the fight,'* 

He fpoke and moved his foul in his bread. He ruflied 
•againd tiie king of Crete : Eager for the conteft of {pears. 
Nor Idomeneus thinks of flight, like the timid heart of a 
boy. He, firm, remained, ' like a boar on his hills,— 
confiding in his mighty force. Unmoved he waits, in a 
4efart place, the loud-rufhing tumult of mefi in arms. 
Sridled, above, is his back. His fiery eyes are glaring 
round. His teeth he fharpens for the fight : Eager to 
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repel the hunters and all their hounds^ Thus, flood 
Idomeneus renowned at the {pear. The hero difdains to 
retreat. He waits the rufhing (peed of ^neas. But loud 
fwelled his voice to his friends. He called Afcalaphus 
and brave Aphareus, — ^Deipyrus,. Meriones renowned,—- 
and the youthful Antilochus, {killed in each motion of 
war. Inciting the chiefs to the fight ; with winged 
words, the king began : 

"Hither advance, O friends ! Aid my fpear : For I 
{land alone. Much I dread the rufhing aflault of the 
great ^neas : Who advances, on me, in arms. Strong 
is the hero in fight. The blood of warriors he pours 
amain. In the bloom of his youth, is the king: In 
youth, the greatefl flrength in war. Had we both been 
equal in years, — ^with this foul, which I feel in my breafl : 
Soon with glory the chief fhould be crowned, or I derive 
renown from his fall." 

He fpoke : The heroes all advanced. The fame fice 
burnt o'er all their fouls. Near the fovereign of Crete 
they flood : Inclining^ to their fhoulders, the wide orbs 
of their fhields. JEneaSy on the other fide,— urged onr- 
ward his friends to the fight : De'iphobus, the godlike 
Paris, Agenor the divine. Thefe, as leaders of Troy 
advanced. Their troops were pouring dark along : As, 

when. 
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when, behind, the fleecy ram, return the flieep from 
theu; paflures green. They follow their leader to the 
ftream : And o'er his foul, the Ihepherd is glad. Thus 

• » 

rejoiced in his heart, -ffineas ; when he beheld in long 
order, behind, — the ranks of the warlike Trojans, falling 
forward, in his path. 

. Around the corfe of the great Alcathous, — hand to 
hand, they urge the fight. The long fpears arc ftretched, 
from each fide. Dreadful rings the brafs, . on each breaft. 
Death flies from line to line. Alternate fall the foes, in 
their blood. But two heroes (killed in war : Valiant, 
o*er their fellows, in fight : iEneas, — the godlike Ido- 
meneus, both equal to Mars in arms, — with ardor, wifli 
each other to wound ; to urge forward their fpears to 
blood, ^neas, firft, threw his lance, on the king. He 
ikw and fhunned the gleaming death. In vain flew the 
{pear, from his hand robuft. Fixed in earth, it, quiver- 
ing, remained. 

Idomeneus ftruck the brave Oenomaus. Below his 
breaft fell the eager lance. Through the hollow corflet 
it pafl^d ; and mixed, with his entrails, behind. Down 
dropt the chief, in the duft : And gralpt the earth, in 
the palm of his hand. Idomeneus drew his fpear, from 
the dead. But his other beauteous arms, he could not 
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tear, from his flioulders broad i For much was he urged,, 
by the darts of the foe. His limbs failed the king, as he 
rufhed. He, neither his own fpear could regain : Nor 
yet avoid the lance of a foe. In {landing £ght, he; 
turned away— the deaths, which were flying around.. 
Nor, equal now to flight itfelf, — could his limbs bear the 
hero from war. Slowly he began to retreat. Deipho-; 
bus launched forward his lance : For odious, ever, M^as: 
the king to his foul. But, then, alfo, he ftrayed from 
his life. On Afcalaphus fell the fpear. On the fon of 
the furious Mars. Through his flioukler pafled the (wift 
ftecL Down dropt the chief, in the duft : And grafptr 
the earth, in his dying hand. 

NoE yet heard impetuous Mars,— that his fon fell 
in difmal fight. On the brow of high Olympus, he iat,. 
beneath his golden clouds. He fat, detained by Tove'& 
commands : Where, the other immortal gods remained,, 
—remote from forbidden war. — O'er the fallen Afcala- 
phus, hand to hand, they urge the fight. Deiphobus; 
from the head of the flain, withdrew, in hafte, the fhining. 
helm. But Meriones, equal to furious Mars, bounding 
forward^ ftruck his arm with the fpear- Down dropt 
the helm from his hand : Harfiily founding, as it rolled,, 
on the ground. Again the hqro bounds amain, like a 
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Yulture that darts, on her prey. He withdraws th,e fpear^ 
from the arm. To the troop of his friends flies the foe.. 
His brother, the valiant Polites, — ^rai&d up the chief, in 
lioth his airms. He bore him beyond the founding limits 
of fight,— to his; fleet fleeds, that flood behind. Be- 
yond the tumult of battle they flood ; with their dfiver 
and polifl^ed car. To the city they bore the chief> 
deeply-groaning, with his pain : And dark ruihed the 
blood, from the newly-infli6bed woimd. 

The other warriors urge the fight.. Loud clamour 
afgends the iky. ^neas rufliing forward, with rage, — 
flew Aphareus, the fon of Caletor.. Through the throaty 
as he looked away, paflied the brazen point of the fpear* 
The head, to the other fide, inclined ; weighed down oa 
hi^ fliield with the helm. Bleeding dropt the chief in. 
the dufl. DeftriKftive death involves him round- Anti- 
lochus, obferving Thoon, turning his back, on the foe,, 
—wounded him behind, with his fpear. In twain, he 
cut the vein, that runs,—- down the back from the neck, 
behind.. This, through and through, the hero cut. In. 
the dufl fell the flain,. fupine : Stretching forth his dying, 
hand^ to his friends. 

* 

AwTiLocHqs ruflied, with Ipeed, on the foe. Looking 

comid,. he drew off his. bright arms.. The Trojans flood 

near. 
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Qear, with their fpears. Blow fucceeds blow, on his 
ihield. Spear rufhes with fpear, on the chief. But im- 
pervious to wounds he remains. The earth-fhaking Nep- 
tune proteds the youth. The fon of Neftor the power 
defends : Amid the ftorm of flying darts. Nor apart 
from the foe, was he feen. He, ever, ftrayed, through 
their martial lines. He ceafed not from the deadly lance. 
It always quivered in his hand. Ever ready was the chief 
in his foul ; to throw the gleaming death : Or, hand to 
hand^ to urge the fight. 

' Ad AM AS, the fon of Afius, obferved the youth, as he 
fpoiled the flain. Refolved, he ruflied forth, from the 
crowd ; and ftruck the center of his fhield, with the. 
Ipear. Hand to hand he urged the lance. Blue-haired 
Neptune broke its point, on the fhield, — ^refufing the 
heroe's life to the foe. Half remained, like a (lake, in 
the (hield : Half, lay broken, on the ground. To 
the line of his friends he (brinks back, — ^avoiding the 
death he fears. Meriones purfued his flight with his 
fpear. Below the navel, he ftruck him with force : 
Where death enters, with fatal eafe. In that part, the 
chief fixed his lance. He, throbbing, followed the 
fpear, in his fall : Like a bull, which, aloft, on his 
Mis, the cow-herd« tye, with many bonds. Unwilling, 
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he is dragged along ; He ftruggles and heaves, in their 
hands. Thus, throbbed, for a moment, the youth: 
Till the hero drew his fpear, from the wound. His foul 
followed the fteel to the light. Darknefs covered hi& 
* eyes in death. 

Helenus flew the warlike DeTpyrus. On his temple 
fell the large, Thracian fword. Cleft was the helmet in 
twain. On the earth rung the ecchoing brafs. An 
Argive feized it, as it rolled, — flained, with blood, 
through the feet of the foes. Breathlefs the warrior 
funk. Shadowy night rofe over his eyes. Grief feized 
the brave fon of Atreus : — Menelaus, renowned in arms, 
was fad. He advanced, threatening death to the king, 
—to the hero, the prudent Helenus. High he fhook the 
fpear in his hand. The Trojan bent the horns of his 
bow. At once, to each other, they rufhed. One wifhed 
to launch the fharp fpear : The other to wing the fhaft 
from the ftring. The fon of Priam the combat began. 
He ftruck the breaft of the chief, with the fhaft. On 
the hollow of his corflet it fell. Broken the barbed arrow 
rebounds. As when, from the large winnowing fan, 
in the wide threfhing floor of the golden Ceres, — the 
dark beans or the vetches rebound, — before the fhrill 
blaft, which the winnower has raifed amain. Thus from 

the 
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the breaft of the kmg,-^om Menelaus, dated with 
fame ; broken, the arrow returned, and flew wide, iu 
fragments, on earth. 

Then the fon of Atreus advanced. He ftruck the 
hand of the chief, with his fpear : The hand, which 
held the poliflied bow. Through and through, pailed 
the brazen lance : And nailed to the bow his hand. To 
the troop of his friends he retreats : Avoiding death from 
the foe. Bleeding, hung his hand by his fide : Dragging 
the aflien fpear along. The mighty Agenor withdrew 
the lance y and, wrapping in wool the wound : He hung 
the arm of the chief in a fling. The fling a faithful fer- 
vant gave 5 who followed the fliepherd of his people, to 
war. 

Right, on the great Menelaus, the gallant Pifander 
advanced. Dread fate led the chief along. He 
haflened to the goal of death. ' To thee he came, O Me- 
Tielaus ; to fall in blood, in the tumult of arms. When 
toward each other, approached the chiefs, plunging for- 
ward, in dreadful ftrife : The fon of Atreus ftrayed, 
from the foe^ his fpear flew wide, from the mark. 
Pifander flruck die fliield of the king. Nor, through, 
-paficd the fteely point. The broad buckler fuflained the 
^ock. Broken, rfie fpear fell in twain. In his foul, 
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the haplefs wairior rejoiced. His hopes to vidory arofe* 
,The fon of Atreus drew his fword, diftinguifhed with 
filver fhids. He nifhed forward, on Pifander. The 
chief, from behind his Aiield, a beauteous battle-ax tooki 
Bright {hone the fleeljr head. The handle of olire was 
formed : Long, fmooth and fit for the grafp. At once 
fell the blows of the eager chiefs. Pifander ftnick the 
horfe-hair creft of his foe. Near the higheft plume fell 
the ax. The fon of Atreus, as the Trojan advanced,— 
drove his point, between the forehead and nofe. Down 
dropt both his eye-balls to earth ; and rolled, bloody, 
along the duft. Doubled was the corfe, as it fell. The 
foe placed his foot, on the breaft of the flain. He de- 
fpoiled the dead of his arms : And gloried, thus, o'er 
him, aloud : 

** Thus, at length, /haU ye leave the tents, — the hol- 
low fhips of the car-borne Argives ! O treaty- breaking 
Trojans ! infatiable of flaughter and blood ! Nor your 
late breach of faith was your firft. Not unftained, till 
then, were your fouls; For great, before, were my 
wrongs, from your hands! Nor you, regard, within 
your breads, — the rouzed rage of high-thundering Jove : 
The avenging wrath of the hofpitable god. Yet, foon, 
ihall he ftretch forth his hand ; and level your lofty city 
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with duft. My virgin Ipoufe you feized by ^c^. By 
force, you bore my wealth away. Unprovoked, uninjured 
you bore her to Tr<^ : Though, with friendfliip, received, 
in her halls. Now you come, in arms, to otH* camp t 
Our ihips you wifh to burn, with fire;— <o give our 
hopes of return to names : To lay our heroes flain in 
their blood! But your progrefs, at length, fhall be 
checked : Though wildly ^ious, for the fight.^' 

*• O father- Jove I In wifdom, — they fay, — thou fer- 
exxjeU'ft both men and gods. O'er the world thine empire 
extends. Yet all thefe iUs proceed from thee : For, the 
wicked thou aid'ft in war. Thou indulged the Trojans: 
unjuil : Men, whofe fouls delight in force,— i-who , are 
never glutted, with blood : Whofe paflime iis daughter 
and war. In every thing there is a mean, — in ffeep, in 
the joys of love, m the ibft £o}fo.d of the pleafin^ foQg» 
in the fleps of the graceful dance. All thefe pleaiSb other» 
much more, than the labours of ruinous war. The 
Trojans, alone, love ceafelefs flrife. They, ooly^ are 
infatiate in blood." 

Thus faying, the king gave the arms, all-^^ained^ 
with blood to his friends. To the battle, again, he re- 
turned : And mixed, with death, in the front of the 
line. Then bounded on the hero in arms, Harpdion the 

•fon 
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Coo. of Pylsemenes.. The youth had followed his lather- 
beloved, to urge battle, at facred Troy. He came ; but 
he pever returaed, to the loved fields of his native land. 
The ihield of the fpn of Atreus, in the center, he ftruck 
with the fpear. Near the hero he flood : But he drover 
not the lance, through the brafs. Back to his friends 
the youth retreats : Avoiding death, from th6 foe. Cau- 
tious, he turned his eyes around : To fhun the darts, 
that flew amain. Meriones difmifi^d, on his flight, a 
fatal arrbw, barbed with fteel. On the right hip, he 
•druck the chief. Through and through, pafled the 
eager fliaft: Ifliuing forth, near the bladder, before, 
inking down,; in the place, in death ; he flowly fell in 
the arms of his friends. He, writhing, poured his Ibul 
away. Stretcht, on earth, like a worm, he lay. The 
dark blood niihed amain, from the woimd : And moift- 
ened the duft, as it ran. Grieving, they placed the 
youth, on his car ; and bore him dead to facred Troy. 
Behind,^ £[>llowed flowly his father ; pouring forth his 
tears, as he moved. No hopes of vengeance, for his (on, 
fug^flis itfHf to his mournful fbuL 

Paris is enraged at his fall. Revenge kindles, along 
his mind^ He had been the gueft of Harpalibn, in Pa- 
phlagoiiia*s. peopled knd. For this, ro& the wrath of 

F 2 the 
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the chief. He threw^ with force, his brazen {pear. A- 
youth there was, by name, Euchenor,*— the iba of. 
Poly idus, the ieer : Rich in- means, undaunted in R^nt ^' 
— **who dwelt in the high-built Corinth. No- Aranger- tx3h 
his difmal fate, he was borne, in his flup, &et the main*. 
Often had the aged feer, — Polyidus, enlightened in foul, 
foretold his double fate to his fbn : That, either by (bme- 
dire difeale, he was deftined to perifh at home ;-— or, to' 
fall by the hands of the Trojans, at the h^low fliips of the- 
Argive powers. At once, he ihunned diigrace and difeafe; 
Sudden death he preferred tor pain : And urged the wil~ 
ling battle at Troy, Him he ftruck, beneath the ear. 
Straight, flew his foul, from his limbs: And horrid^ 
darkne^ invol^^ed him, aroundv 

« 

Thus, the foes fought amam, like the rage of devour- 
ing fire. Nor Hedor, beloved of Jove, yet heard,< 
that, far to the left, — his troops, were fkllingj by the^ 
hands of the Argives. Nor the flight had yet reached 
his ears : Nor vi^ory inclining to Greece. Such aid, 
the earth-fliaking God, had given to the Argive powers; 
He urged them forward to the fight : And added his force 
to their rage. In arms the godlike Hedor fought, 
where, firft, he broke the wall and the gate-: When he* 
broke, with his deadly lance, the deep ranks of the yield- 
ing 
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lag. foe. The godlike hero urged the fight,— at the fliips 
of Ajax and great Protefilaus : Where they lay, on the 
founding fhore,. by the waves of the foamy main. There,' 
Jioweft, wa$ built the wall : As the braveft were there, 
encamped .^ There the Boeotians placed their tents, the 
long*rohed laones were there :■— The Locrians, the war-- 
like Phthians, the Epei, illuftrious in arms, They re- 
pelled his dreadful courfe from the {hips r But, from* 
themfelves they could not repel the chief: Hector, equaL 
to the gods, a wide-^;«ailing flame, in* the fight. 

The chofen chiefs of Athens flood, the foremoft in the 
front of the Kne. Firft in command is Meneftheus, the 

« 

jfon of illuflrious Peteus. Behind the hero, flood his^ 
friends: Phidas, Stichius and Bias renowned-. O'er the 
Epei fpreads their fway, great Meges the fon of Phyleus,, 
Amphion and Dracius, unequalled in arms. Medon and 
the warlike Pod^ces, flood before the Phthians^ in arms; 
Medon was the brother of Ajax, th^ fon of Oileus, thie 
divine. In Phylac^ the hero^ dwelt, far fronv his native 
knd. His flep-mother's brother, he flew ; — the brother 
of fair Eriopis, the fpoufe of the godlike Oileus. BuC 
Podirces was the fon of the ^eat Phylacian Iphiclus< 
Both the chiefs flood, bright in^ their arms, before the 
sanks of the warlike Phthians. They defended the fliips 
of the Argives-: Joining with Boeotia their iwords. 

2: Nor, 
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« * 

KoR, from the great Tdatnonkn Aj&:s?, firayed^ in 
£ghty the fwift race of Oileas. Side by fide, the heroes 
fought : Like two dark bulls of equal force, when they 
draw forward the well-joined plough, along the fallowed 
grounds. On their foreheads, by the roots (^ their hc^ns, 
the copious fweat burfts forth amain. Divided only by 
the yoke, their diftance, ever equal they keep. Along 
«he forrow flow tliey move : And, behind them, cleave 
the earth, with the (hare. Thus, joined together in the 
£ght, fide by fide, the heroes moved* Many and valiant 
youths, in arms, followed the fteps of the elder Ajax. 
With joint force, they fuftained his broad fhield, when 
his arm was unbraced with toil ; and fweat wtmdered o*er 
a^ his limbs. 

But his Locrians advance not clofe to the foe, behind 
the pliant fon of the great Oileus. In fielding fight 
confifls not their force. On their heads, no brazen hel- 
mets aroffe : Nor waved, aloft, their horle-hair crefts* 
They bore no round fhields on their arms : They fhook 
no afhen fpears in their hands. . Trufting to their crooked 
boWs, to their fiings formed of yielding wool, they fdf- 
lowed their chief, from afar,— to wake battle round 
facred Troy. At difWce flood the warriors behind, and 
broke the foe, with the far-fent war. The two Ajaces 

3 flood. 
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.fiood, in £he front, hn^t^coveredf with all their arms. 
Hand to hand they fsught with Trojr^-r-with mighty 
Hoftor, armed in £beeL The Locrians, cancaakd in the 
rear, poured death from tiietr flings and hows* The Tro^ 
jans galled, with their frequent fhafts, £Eood, unmindful 
o£ bldody £ght. Then had fktighter raged amain : Then 
die Trojans had quitted the fliip8,-f*-and urged their 
broken flight o'er the {)lain,^*?to Ilium, ^xpokd to the 
' winds : — If Polydamas hiad not approached i aad, thm^ 
addrefled the daring He<3:or : 

• • • 

" Tijou knpw*ft not, Hedtor^ to yjeld in oughr.^ 
Cpunfcl, thou ever cpntemn*ft. Since god has made thee 
brave in fight ; and illuftrious, in the toils of the field : 
In all thou wiihefl, all to excel ; in council, as well as 
in arms. But thou, though great, unequal art, — to 
«ijoy each perfe^on, ajone. To one, the gpds have 
given to knpw-^the dreadful works of gloriows waf : Tp- 
another, the ^ccfiil dance ; To a thijrd, the fong ainl 
the lyre. In the brcafts of fome, high-thundering Jove 
has placed fouls, for wiiHom renpwiaed. T^b v j o*er aU 
others, aicend. Maakind reap -the fruits of their thoughts^ 
States and cities they preferve. They, who wifdom pof^ 
fefs, kncMV its value the njoft.'*^ 

« But now I wiH ui^old my mindv'p-^ind ijpeak, what 
ieems beft to my foul. Around thee» Hedor, on every 

fidej 
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fide ; burns the waflefiil circle of war. The Trojans, 
(ince the wall they have pailed : Some, in all their arms, 
retire, fome urge the figlit on the foe. The few with 
the many contend. Our force is difperfed, o*er the ihips. 
But thou, awhUe, retire, O chief 1 Call the nobles to 
council behind. Let us weigh the vi'hole, in our 
thoughts : And turn the bed advice, on die foe. At 
once, let our fi>uls refolve : Whether to ruHi, on the 
hollow fliips, — ^if god (hould grant iuccefs to our arm,->^ 
or whether, to retreat, without lofs, from the tents, from 
the navy of Argos. Much I dread, O chief, in my foul, 
that the Greeks will amply repay — ^the debt, which they 
owe to our arms. Still, at their hcdlow ihips, remains, 
a hero infatiate in war. Nor will he long, I deem, in 
his wrath, abftain from the bloody fight,** 

Thus great Polydamas fpoke. The prudent counfel 
pleafed He^or divine. Straight he leapt from his car, on 
the ground, in ail the found of all his arms. I return, 
he fpoke aloud to the chief: And, thus, with winged 
words, began: — ^** Polydamas 1" the hero faid. Retain, 
here, all the braveft in fight. But I will, thither, bend 
my fteps : And meet the coming war, as it rolls. Straight, 
I will return to thine aid : When my orders (hall have 
palled, o*er the line.*' — He fpoke : And ruihed large 
along, like a mountain covered over with fnow. Loud 

fwelled 
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^eMed hi« voice, as he moved, through the Trepans and 
their allies, in Wat. They crowd, at the voice of the 
chief, round the godlike f on of Panthous,— -PcJydamas 
of valour beloved. 

Hector . moved, aloiig the front. He called, by 
name, his godlike friends: Deiphobus, the ftrength of 
Helenus, Adamas and Alius renowned. He called the 

* 

<:hiefs, they anfwered not. He fought— 'they were found 
no more. Beneath the hands of the Argives, fomcj breath- 
lefs, lay, at the hollow {hips : Some wounded, or with 
ihaft^ or with fpears, lay in Ilium expofed to the winds^ 
Far in the left of the difmal fight, he found Alexander 
divine, — the fpoufe of the long-haired Helen. He added 
vigour to the fouls of his friends : And urged his people, 
to the fight. Near the warrior Hedor flood ; and, thus, 
with bitter words began : 

-» 

Ill-fated Paris I Firft in form ! Specious deceiver of 
maids I Where is the brave Deiphobus ? Where the 
ftrength of king Helenus ? What haft thou with Adamas 
done ? What with Afius, Hyrtacus' fon ? Where is the 
great Othryoneus ? Lojfty Ilium. now falls from its bafe : 
And certain ruin hovers over thy head.'* 

To him Paris of fortn divine : " Since, O Hedor, it 

feems good to thy foul, to blame the guiltlefs $ and un- 

VoL. II. G juftly 
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juftly to rage. At times, I might have ceafed from the 
fight : Though, my mother brought me forth, to the 
light, not wholly timid or feeble in foul. But fince, 
belbre their hollow fhips, thou haft waked the dreadful 
fight : Here have we ftood, in our arms, and urged the 
ceafelefs war, on the foe. But the fi^iends, whom thou 
call'ft are flain. Two only ftill breathe the air : De'i- 
phobus and the ftrength of Helenus. The hand of each 
has been pierced, with the {pear. But Jove turned fate 
away from their lives; But thou, lead us, Hedor, albng; 
Wherever thou bid'ft', we attend. With ready fouls we 
will follow thy fteps. Nor, deem I, that our valour 
will fail. Proportioned to our ftrength we fight. Be- 
yond it, belbngs not to men.'* ,. 

Thus fpoke the warrior divine. He bent, at once^ 
his brother's foul. Tali^ they took their rapid way^ 
where moft ftamed the fight, o'er the line. To the 
place, where Cebriones- fought j: where Polydamas re- 
nowned : Where Phalces,. where the brave Orthsus, 
and Polyphaetes the divine ; — ^where Palmys, ftately Alcar 
nius, and Morys, Hippotion's ions. The day preceding, 
came the youths, in their turn ; from the pleafant fields 
of the fertile Afcania : Now Jove urged them forward 
to fight. 

As 
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As when the nifhing blaft of the veering winds,« 
beneath the red bolt of our father, . Jove,-r-<ifIails, at 
once, the ecchoing world. With dreadful tumult they 
mix the main. Wild heave, at large, the waves,— o'er 
the wide back of the deep<roaring fea. Swoln and 
whitoied o'er with foam, iuccefUve roll the billows along. 
Thus advanced, fucceflive, the Trojans. Thus troop, 
its armed troop purfucd. Gleaming in fteel, they ad- 
vanced. Before each fquadron ftrode its chief. - Hedor, 
far the firftj came on, equal to Mars^ the de&toycr of 
armies. Before him, he raifed the round orb of his 
{hield ; formed of hides and thick-plated with brafs. 
Bright noded his lofty helm, on his brows. From fide to 
fide, the hero flrode. He fearched for a breach in the deep- 
formed lines, as, tall, he flalked behind his fhield. But 
he difhirbed not the fouls of the Argivcs : And great 
Ajax defied him to ^ms ; flretching forward his mighty 
flrides. 

« 

" Doughty warrior I" he faid, "Approach! Why 
frighten'fl thour thus, the Argives ? Nor unfkilled are 
our hands in the fight : Subdued only, by the . fcourge 
of great Jove. Much thou hop'ft, from thy inmofl foul, 
to take, to deflroy,thefe fhips% Yet flill we have hands 
to oppofe, — to turn t^ee away in thy courfe. But fooner 

G" 2 fhall 
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(hall the well-peopled Troy, be takeii,-M«|)e dtOaoycd b^tBe - 
Argive powers. The time, He<9iDr, approaches 'with ipeed^ ' 
when. thou, flying over the fiekl,^-^fhalc ftretch. diy {nfn-' 
pliaat hands, to father Joare,-— 4o all the immortal gods,r*^> 
■< praying that thy high-manod fteeds,: may outftrip tht 
iwift wing of the hawk : When they bear thee to hoj^ 
walled Troy, roozing the duft o'er the field.'* 

Thus, as the hero /poke : To the right flew the bird 
of Jove : A flrong-winged eagle, foaring high, in his oyra 
dark clouds. The Argives fhouted o'er the lines : Con- 
firmed, by the omen divine. But illufb-ious Hedoc 
replied :— " Idle boailer ! Heavy warrior I What words; 
have efcaped from thy l^s ? Would I were as much the 
fon of ^gis-bearing Jove. Would \ that Juno, revered, 
brought me forth : Would ! that honoured> I were like 
Pallas, or far fhooting Phcebus : As that this ^tal day,, 
fliall cover with defbrudHon your hoft. Nor fhalt thou„ 
vain boafler, efcape. Thou flialt fall, amidfb thy falling; 
friends : Should'fl thou date to await my long fpear.. 
Soon will it tear thy foft body; and ^ve thee, a prey ta 

to 

the dogs of Troy.— Thou fhalt ^tten, with thy ^t, out 
vultures, — ^flain at the fhips of the Argives.** 

Thus he fpoke and led on his hofl. The warriors 
followed their chiefs amain. Loud tumult is fpread o*ec 

the 



B<|0KXI1Iw the ILIAD of HOMERj 4.5 
the iield. Wild clamour, .a^ceods, behind. The Argive 

• « 

fhouted aloud : Nor forgot they their ftrength j in tho 
fighti Thfi9r waited,, iirmly, . the dec|>>ru{hing Trojans. 
The noi{e idf- both albcnded 4hs &iet; To the fplendid 
halls of high-thuodering Jove» 
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NOR unheard is the clamour by Neftor, though 
cheering hh ibul with wine. To the ion of 
JEfculapius, with winged words, the hero began. 
"^ Hark J O Machaon divine 1 What fhouts afce^d, on 
the winds 1 Louder iwells the tumult of arms : The voice 
of young warriors engaged in ^ght. But thou, r^>ofe 
thy wearied limbs. Recruit thy foul, with the dark-^red 
wine : While the tepid bath is prepared, by Hecamed^ 
with lovely locks* Her fair hand {hall wafh the blood, 
from thy wound : Whilft I fome height afcend i and 
view ^e battle, diat rolls around." 



He fpoke : And took the ihield of his f<m,— of Thra- 
-fymedes, the breaker of fteeds. Bright lay the brazen 

orb 
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©rb in the tent. The youth raifed, in battle, his father's 
fliield. He grafpt the ftrong fpear in his hand. The 
fteely point glittered wide, as he moved. Without the 
tent, the hero flood. Shameful was the fight he beheld. 
The Argives,^ broken, in flight. The Trojans purfuing 
amain. Fierce the foe in his wraths The wall of the 
Argives levelled with earth I 

As when the vafl ocean grows black, o'er the face of 
its filent waters ;. prefcient, of the coming florm, — the 
rapid courfe of the whifHing winds.. Dark it heaves, 
along its bounds, but knows not whither to roll its 
waves : Before, fc«ne wind, confirmed, defcends, — from 
the manfions of father Jove. Thus doubtful in foul .was 
the aged. Divided was his anxious mind : Whether to 
rufh into the line; to aid the Argives, in fight: — -Or 
to turn his flcps to the king, — to the fhepherd of his 
people, Atrides. Whilft this he revolved in his thoughts, 
at length, it feemed befl to. his foul, to turn his flep& to 
the great Atades. — Death flies, amain^. from fide to fide^ 
With mutual wounds fall the foes in fight.„ Harfh founds, 
the folid brafs, on their breafls. To the fwords it rings,^ 
the fpears, that fall, unceafing, from, either line. 



On Neflbr's courfe came forward the kings : The 
fecred- children of thundering Jove. The wounded 

afcended;, 
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afcended, from their {Kips. The godlike fon of warlike 
Tydeus. The great Ulyffes alfb advanced, and Agamem* 
non, the fon of Atreus. Remote from battle were the 
ihips of the kings. They lay on the verge of the foamy 
main. The firft line were dragged far in the plain : and 
near their ftems was built the wall. Nor could the 
whole fhore, though wide, contain, fide by fide, the vcf- 
fels of Greece. The army was confined in fpace. In two 
rows they drew the fhips on the fhore. They filled the 
long bay, o*er its range. From cape to cape, the navy 
lay. The kings, therefore, were diftant from war. They 
came forward, leaning each on his ipear. Much they 
wiflied to view the tumult of fight. Much grieved they 
all, from their fouls. The aged Neftor advanced on their 
courfe. Sudden terror ftruck the kings of the Argives. 
Iroud fivelled the voice of Atrldes ; as, thus^ to the hero, 
he {poke : 

*« O Nestor, fon of Nelcus ! Greateft glory of Achaia 
in arms ! Why haft thou left the bloody field ? Why, the 
fight, that deftrbys mankind? Much I dread, O chief, 
fi-om my foul,— that Heftor will his promife perform : His 
haughty threats, midft aflembled Troy. He promifed, 
NOT to return to Ilium, expofed to the winds: Till 
fire ihould confiime our fhips,— -till the Argives fhould 
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fall bj his Ipear. This, in council, he j(p6ke : And ^e, 
I deeiii, will the whole perform. But, O ye ever-living 
gods I who, fo wretched as I of mankind I Sure, the 
other warlike Argives, — fure, all have placed wrath, 
in their fouls ! Againft me, like Achilles, they rage. 
They lofe their fafety, in thfeir fevenge, and will not fight, 
for their own hollow fhips." 

To him, the aged Neftor replied : " Sure, misfortune 
rages amain : Nor, now, can high-thundering Jove him- 
felf repair the mifchiefs already done. Levelled with 
the ground is the wall. The ftrength, in which we 
trufted is fallen. The bulwark of our fhips is no more; 
No defence remains for the hoft. Before our navy, at 
our tents, — with ftubborn fouls, they fuftain the fight. 
Perils threaten, from every fide. Nor could'ft thou 
know, — beholding all j on which quarter, we moft are 
prefled. So promifcuous is death on the field : Such cla- 
mour afcends the fky. But let us weigh all in our fouls. 
Let us feek fome refource from wo. Let us try if coun- 
fel can aid. Nor I advife the kings to fight. Battle fuits 
not the wounded in war." 

" Nestor !" the king of men replied : " Since, 
at thefterns of our fhips they fight; — fince the wall 
avails us no more j— r-nor the fofs, which we funk around. 

Vol. II. H Since 
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Since the Arrives have toiled in viun : Since tkt bu^ 
wark of the navy is loft $ and no defence remauis ta 
the anny i—i^ur ^i it dectced 1^ the god». It feem« 
good to allxpqwerful Joivej'-^hat the Gvoeks fiiould perifli: 
at Troy,— -far from Argoe, their native land. Thw-e was. 
a time when lie favoured die Argives r Birt now his 
heavenly will is changed. He aids, in all, the fens ot 
Troy : And covers them, like gods> with renown. Our 
fouls, he prefles down with wo. He chains our very 
hands, in the fight." 



*< But, liften> O diiefs> to my voice. Obey the dic^ 
tates of my foul. Let us draw off the firft line of our 
fliipa,'>«-^o(e that lie next to the iea. Let us launch 
them all with fpeed, into the waves of the ipacious main»- 
At anchor^ on the deep» let them lide ; till night ihali 
cover the world with (hades : If event ^ ^ (hades <^ 
ni^t, the Trojans will froim battle abAain. Then, pro- 
tc&ed in the gloom, the whole navy^ we may launch to 
the main. Nor worthy of blame are the Argives, to fly 
from evil, through the fhadows of ni^t. More prudent is 
HE, who evil (huns ; than the mwci> who awaits its ap- 
proach." 

« 

Sternly turning his eyes on the king, the wife Ulyfliea 
lepUed : " Son of Atreus," he faid : " What words have 

efcaped,, 
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cicapcdy from th)r lips } O ktft to ereiy ibftle o^ IhatxM-I 
Would I that, o'er fome oowardly hoft,-— not la^'ef tj» were 
extended thy {Way* Not o'er us, whom, from our yoHth,— 
to the didant limits of fading age,—- great Jove has givea 
wholly to war ; — to fight, to conquer, to die I— Hail 
THOU then refolved^ in thy (bul, to leave the wkle-ftreete4 
city of iacred Troy? Forfak'ft thou thus the price of 
toil ? The. boon, for which fo long we fought ? Speak 
low : Left ibme Argive Ihould hear. Reprefs words, that 
bear difgrace, in their iatmd. Words f Tifiw<i>itthy c( a 
man, whofe Ibul is n/ot to reafon Loft : But mcorc unwar« 
thy of a kingr-<-3 ibepter-bearing prince, likethee : Whom 
fo bra.ve, fa many taoops^-^-^om Argoi^ o'er Bcr natr«m 

" Thy counsel I diflSkc in all. tmpnrdeiice thoir haft 
joined to di%race. Thou advifeit in the midft ci the 
fight,— whoi every fpcar is ftretched forth to blood h-^ 
Thott ad^ifeft to launch the fhips f To crowd wh^ our 
veffels the main I What more- could' the Trojans rctjuire ? 
What better forttme* cotild they join to fucccifs ? Dread- 
ful rmsk WQ«ild all a{]^il : Aiad death flalk amain, through 
the h€)ft. Nor the Aj^vesi the fight would fuftain: 
Whilft the {hip9 are launched to the main. Back, they 
would 1q«^ frcan the war: And quit,, witktumulty the 
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ftrifc of arms. . Then thy coujifel a hoft would deftroy ; 

leader of the nations in arms I" 

" O Ulysses f" replied the king. " Thy juft reproof 
has touched my heart. Severe are thy words, O chief ! Nor 

1 would force unwilling Greece, — to launch her dark, 
fhips to the main. But, now, I wifh, from my foul,—* 
to hear fbme more wholefome advice : Whether from 
young or from old it comesi. Mine ears are open to all." 

To him, Diomedes, renowned in fight : " The man 
thou demand'fl is near. Far thou need'ft not ftray for 
counfel : If the chiefs will my words obey ;— if they will 
not defpife my advice, as younger, far, than them, in 
years. But not ignoble is my race ; nor yet the father, 
from whom I have fprung. Renowned o'er the nations 
is Tydeus, whom earth has covered at facred Thebes. To 
Poitheus were born three gallant fons : Who dwelt ia 
Pleuron, in Calydon expofed to the winds. The firft was 
Agrius, Melas the next, die third, Oeneus, the breaker 
of fteeds. Oeneus the father of Tydeus : Who, in va- 
lour, o*er his brothers arole. The chief dwelt, in his 
native land : My father, remote in Argos. A wandercrj 
his coimtry he left : So willed the gods and father Jove; 
The hero the daughter of Adraftus efpoufed. Great the 
wealthy which was. (lowed in his halls. Rich he was in 
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fertile fields ; both fruitful in wheat and the vine. Fair- 
bloflbmed his gairdens around : White, . wandered his 

• 

flocks, on the hills. But in arms he mankind excelled t 
The fbns of Argos, in fkill at the ipear*" 



" Despise me not, as fprung from a race,— -obfcure 
in peace and unknown in arms : Defpife not the counlel 
I give. I deem, that the beft I advife. Proceed. Let us 
hafte to the fight. Though wounded, let us move to the 
field. Beyond the flight of darts, let us fland : Lefl . 
wound fhould be added to wound. Let us urge others, 
forward, to fight. Let our words give the aid, which 
our arms deny. Thole, who ftand apart,, let us urge : 
and pufh. onward the fluggifh in war." 

He {poke : And the heroes obeyed. Right forward 
they held their way. The king of men precedes them 
all. Nor unleen, by a god, they moved. The world- 
furrounding Neptune beheld ; and came forward on the 
courfe of the chiefs. In form, he feemed a man in years..' 
He feized the hand of the fbn of Atreus : And, thus, 
aloud, with winged words, he began: ** Son of Atreus I"" 
he faid. " Now, the haughty heart of Achilles, — bounds,, 
within his bofom, with joy. With ravilhed eyes, he, 
now, beholds, — the flaughter and flight of the Argives- 
^Without a foul is the dreadful chief j — or curfed with ai» 
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unfeeling foul ! But let him per ifh in bis crimes. Let the 
•gods wrap liim round, with difgracc. Ndr avcrfe to thee 
are the gods : They have not turned their favour to Trof^ 
:Soon fhall thine eyes, O king, behold, the daring Jeaders 
of the foe : Involving their flight, in clouds of duft i as 
Jthey urge their cars, o'er the plain. Soon {hall thine eyes, 
O king, behold* — the Trepans flying, from the navy and 
ients.** 

He fi>oke^ and fwdled his dreadfid voice, as.rouzedy 
'be ruflied from flght, o'er the pkin r Loud, ats the voice 
of thouiands m flgbt,— of ten thou^d warriors in arms t 
When they raife ^eir joint fliout to the ikies, rolling for- 
<ward the battles of Mars* So hmA from his mouth divine, 
rofe the voice of the earth-fhaking god. He poured 
ftrength into every heart. The Argives were inijpired, 
o*er their lines 9 with ceafHefs ardour, to urge the fight. 

Thb goWea-thrOned Juno, from heaven,— *umed her 
^ge-rf^ling j^es, cm the worM. She ftood on the top 
o( Olympus. SJie beheld him bufy in war. She beheld 
her Wother, in the fight of renown : And o*er her heaven- 
ly foul, flie rejoiced. On the lolty fbmmits of ftreamy 
Ida, her eyes met Jove, in his clowd. She few the high 
favourer of Troy : And unpleafing was die fight, to her 
jfeiuJ. Anxious loUed her thoughts, &*er her mmd« Mudk 
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the revered queen of heaven ^--wifhed to deceive the ibul 
t£ M^Axum^ Jove. At lengthy it feemed befl tor 
her mind, to urge her way to the cloud-covered Ida,, 
after xkcking with care her charms. She helped to rsUic 
£>ft deftre, in his (bul : To furprize him, widi her 
beauty, to* love : To melt the god, in the ^ow of her 
chains. That, when languid, within her white arins,. 
pkafing fleep might his ^e-lids invade ;; and repofe fhade 
his prudoice divine. 

To her chamber divine moved, the queen: . The work 
©f Vulcan, her (on beloved.. To folid pillars he fitted 
its doors r Which opened wide with a fecret key,. No 
ether god could the chamber difelofe. She. entered > with 
^tely gnace: And clofed^ behinid her, the glittering 
do(w. Fi]A, fhe bathed, in ambrofial. ftream^,-— her fair 
Umbs, of proportion divine. O'er her beauteous bodjr 
fhe poured j rich <h1, fa fivect to the fmell; that its fra^ 

> « a 

granoe,^ — from tibe manfions of Jove,— reached earth, and 
^>read over the 



When, with this eflence divine,— -ihe anoiiited her 
beauteous form.. She combed her long hair : With her 
hands, fhe placed in order her fhining locks. Beau"* 
teous, and lovely they flowed, from the immortal head* 
0f the queen. Her robe divine, fhe poured around: 

The 
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The work of Pallas, high-laboured with art. In its 
heavenly texture fhe wove many figures to ravifli the eye* 
This {he bound beneath her white bread, — with golden 
clalps, that flione afar. She girt her waift, with a precious 
zone : Enriched, with an hundred taflels of pureft gold. 
The beauteous pendants hung, bright, from her ears. In 
each three gems beamed forth to the view ; and fpread, 
around her, a grace divine. Her radiant charms {he con- 
cealed, with a veil : Lately made, {hining forth like the 
fun. At length, on her beauteous feet, her heavenly 
fhoes the goddefs bound. 

• * « « 

Thus, adorned, o'er her perfon divine, {he i{Iued forth, 
in her {lately charms. Calling her, apart from the gods, 
fhe, thus, addre{Ied the golden Venus : " Will my daugh- 
ter beloved," {he faid ; ** grant, in ought, the reque{l of 
Juno ? Wilt thou grant to my prayers a boon ? Or mufl I 
be denied, in thy rage : As the Argives I favour in arms, — 
and thou giv'{l thine aid to the Trojans ?" — " O Juno I 
O goddefs revered !" replied the fair daughter of Jove. 
*' Bright race of tremendous Saturn I Unfold the defire of 
thy foul. My mind bids me thy voice to obey ; if to obey, I 
have the power : If thy requefl can be granted by Venus." 

Thus, — chiding deceit in her foul, — ^replied the daugh- 
ter of mighty Saturn :— " Give that lovelinefs, that 
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alluring defire, by which, thou fubdueft all the gods : 
And o*er mortals extended thy fway. I go to vifit afar, 
the utmoft bounds of the bounteous earth : To Ocean, 
the father of gods, — to Tethys, the mother of all. They 
reared me, with care, in their halls ; receiving the charge 
from Rhea: When Jove, in his own thunder clad, 
threw Saturn beneath the earth, — beneath the wafte waves 
of the main. To vifit them, I take my way; to com- 
pofe the bitter jars, which divide their fouls. Long, 
have they, abflained, in their rage, from the joys of all- 
pleafing love. Should I foothe, with my words, their 
wrath ; and perfuade them to return to their loves :* 
Great would be the honour to Juno ; much would fhe 
be revered, by them both !" 

To the queen replied, in her turn,-— the bright goddefs 
of charming fmiles : " It becomes not — I muft not 
refufe, — the boon, which thy foul demands : In the 
arms of all-powerful Jove, thou, fleep'ft, O goddefs, in 
all thy charms!" — She fpoke; and, from her heaving 
bofom, loofed the various girdle with care. There con- 
tained were her foul-winning charms. There was love, 
THERE melting defire : There, of lovers the tender vows. 
The pleafing flattery was there ; which takes, by flealth, 
the fouls of the wife. This fhe placedj in the hands of 
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the queen ; and, thus, ag^n, began : *< Take this 
girdle," flie faid. " Hide it, in thy bofom, from view. 
Take this various zone, repkte with all ray alluring 
charms. Take it— Nof, I deem> fliait thou filil,— 1& 
-complete the defiies of thy foul." 

She fpoke : The queen of heaven Cniled ; and, fmil- 
ing, prefled to her bofom, the zone. To the halls of 
high-thundering Jove, returned, with fpeed, the golden 
Venus. Juno haftened her flying fteps, from Olympur 
involved in clouds. O'er facred Pieria ihe glides ; o'er 
Emathia's pleafing fields. Aloft, ihe is borne along, 
p'er the fnow-clad fummits of all the hills,— which rear 
their white heads in Thrace, — the mother of warlike 
fteeds. O'er thefe the goddefs took her way ; nor 
touched the earth, with her feet^ as flie moved. From 
Athoa Ihe defcended, on winds, to the broad back of 
the billowy main. To facred Lemnos fhe came, — to the 
city of Thoas divine. There flie accofted Sleep, the 
twin-brother of filent Death, She took the dark power, 
by the hand, — and, thus, addrefled him by name : 

" O SLEEP 1" (he began : " King of gods and of mor.^ 
t»l men ! If, heretofore, thou liftened'ft to Juno : If 
her words found grace,, in thine ear : — Now, alfo, grant my 
feqneft. Gain, for ever, my fevour divine. Clofc, in flum- 
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Straight, infade the languid god» when he mel^, in 
love, in mine arin$. Nor vnpaid ih^ll this ferviee 
remain. A beauteous throne, unfading^ of gold> — llie 
vrork of Vulcan tay ibiv-^lhall be thine. The high-» 
laboured work of the god ; with a footftool of ^leadid 
form ;-wnon which thj graceful feet may reft, when thou 
indulgeft in the joys of the £eaft.'* 

Pleasing Sleep replied to the queen : ** O Juno, O 
goddefs revered I Djiughter pf mighty 3aturn 1 Spoufe of 
high-thundering Jove I With eafe I could lull, to repofe, 
any other of all the powers: Even the ftrong-rufhing 
dreams of the Ocean, — the parent of all the gods. Biif" 
I, nor tp Jove will approach : Nor dole, in flumber, 
his eyes, till he iflues his high commands* I reflecSt, in 
my foul, on the paft. I gather wifdom from thy former 
requefts ! On the day, when the great fon of Jove, from 
Ilium, railed his fails on the main : When he laid wafte, 
refiftlefs in arms, the lofty city of facred Troy. Then I 
ftple on the wakeful lids of il^$t-bearing Jove: And 
foftly poured myielf on his mind. But fecret mifchief lay 
hid in thy ^ul. The bluftering tempeft arofe at thy 
nod^ and rolled, tc^ether, the ecchoing main. Thou 
turned'ft the chief from his courfe y to the well-peopled 
UUnd of Cqps : Far remote fix>i^ his fiends beloved. 
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Jove wakened, in all his rage. On each other, he rolled 
the gods. Me, themoft, he fought, in his wrath. Me, 
loft to heaven, he had hurled to the main : But night, 
the fubduer of gods and of men, faved me, in my flight, 
from his hand^ To her, I fled, in diftrefs. He re- 
ftrained himfelf in his rage. The god revered the facred 
night: Nor, in ought, would her foul offend. Yet 
again thou haft urged thy requeft; and would'ft my 
former perils renew^* * 

To him, awful Juno replied, rolling her large ^es, 
on the power. " O Sleep !" uie began to the god.. 
/* Why roll fuch thoughts o'er thy mind ? Deem'ft thou, 
that high- thundering Jove, fo much favours the war- 
riors of Troy ; — as he favoured his own gallant (on, great 
Hercules, equal to gods ? But thou,, attend on my fteps. 
The youngeft Grace I wiU give to thine arms. Pafithae- 
{hall be called thy fpoufe : She, whom, ever, thou haft 
loved from thy foul." 

' She fpoke : Sleep rejoiced, at her words. "' Come 
then ;*' he faid : " Come, goddefs, and fwear : By the 
facred waters of Styx,— the inviolable oath of the gods. 
Touch, with one hand, the fruitful earth : With the 
other, the waves of the main. That the gods may bear 
* witnefs to all, — the gods, who dwell, in darknefs, with 
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aged Saturn :. That, the youngeft Grace, thou wilt give 
to mine arms ; — That Pafithae my fpoufe fhall be called t 
She whom I^ ever, have loved from my fouL'* 

He Ipoke : Nor,, in ought, difobeyed the white-armed' 
daughter of Saturn. She fwore, — as commanded the 
god : By all the powers that dwell, under the earth,— 
whom men the horrid Titans have named. But, when 
her promife fhe, with oaths, ' had coniirmed ; they both 
took their way, on the winds : Leaving Lemnos and 
rocky Imbros. Involved, in thick darknefs, they flew.. 
Soon their journey the powers performed. They came 
to the ftreamy Ida, the mother of all that is wild. To 
the fummit of LeAos they came : Having left the broad 
back, of the main. O'er the land glided, forward the 
powers. Beneath their light feet fhook, with awe, — 
the lofty tops of the waving groves.. There Sleep re- 
mained involved in fhades t Avoiding the piercing eyes 
of Jove. He took his feat, in a lofty pine, the largeft, 
that rofe on Ida. Wide, {pread. its br^sad top to the ikies. 
There he fat, deep-fhrowded with boughs, in form, like 
the fhrill-fcreaming bird, — ^whom the gods, on his native 
hills, call Chalcis," — but mortal men Cymindis. 

Juno afcended the winds, with fpeed, to the cloudy 
fummlts of lofty Ida. To Gargarus the goddefs came; 
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She met the eyes of the ftorm'-niling Jove. When he 
beheld the queen in her charms ; ibft deCire veikd his 
prudent foul. Such defire as had flanied in his breaft : 
When firft thpy mixed, in fecret love ;— -when they 
entered the inmoft chamber, unknown to their parents 
beloved. Before her rpfe the eager god. Thus he fpoke 
to his ftately fpou(e : " Juno, whither tends thy {peed ? 
Why com*ft thou, from Olympus, ^lone ? Where is thy 
car and where thy ftecds,— wont to bear thee along, on 
the winds ? ** 



Thus,— hiding decdt in her foul,— replied Juno with 
fnow-white arms : " I go to vifit, afar, the utmoft 
bounds of the fruitful earth : To Ocean, the father 
of gods — ^to Tethys, the mother of all. They reared me, 
with care, in their halls. To vifit. them, I bend my 
way : To compofe the bitter jar§, which divide their 
fouls. Long have they abftained, in' their rage, from 
the joy5 of all-pleafing.love. At the foot of the ftreamy 
Ida, ftand, involved in darknefs, ifiy fteeds : R^dy to 
bear me p'er earth,— o'er the waves of the hoary main. 
Thy confent to obtain, 1 came, — ^from broad Olympus, 
with brows of fnow. To prevent thy rage I came : Left 
wrath might invade thy ^ijl ; ihould I tglfLe, iil i^Pfct, 
my way, to the halls of cJeeply^roUing Qeean.** 

3 To 



i 



Bd6tXIV. THE ILIAD OF HOMER, 63 

% 

To her the high ruler of ftorms : " O Juno I feme 
other timcy urge thither, thy rapid way. But let us now 
diSblre in love : Give all our fouls to its joys. Never did 
fuch fierce defirCj-'-^for goddefs nor for ttiortal dame, pour 
its lambent flame round my heart,*^— as that which, now,, 
fubdues my foul. Not when I mixed with the charms: 
of Ixion's glowing fpoufe: Who bore the valiant Peri- 
thous, equal in council, to gods. Not when I Danae 
preiied, the fair-limbed daughter of great Acrifius : The 
trfotho* of godlike Perfeus, the moft renowned of mortal 
men. Not thus I burned for the beauteous daughter of 
Phaenix: Who brought forth the prudent Minos — ^and 
Rhadamanthus, equal to gods. Nor felt I thus, in my 

« 

foul, for Semel^,— for the Theban Alcmena : This the 
mother of magnanimous Hercules ;— "but Semele bore 
Bacchus divine, the joy of mortal men. Nor burned I, 
thus, for ftatcly Ceres, graceful queen, with golden locks : 
Nor for the fplendid charms of Latona ; nor even for thy 
majeflic fclf : As now I feel love in my foul and foft de- 
fire pervading my frame.'* 



To him,— hiding art in her foul,— replied Juno, with 
feow- white arms ; •* Impatient fon of Saturn f What 
wcK^ds have efcaped, from thy lips ? Here would'ft thou 
yield to pleafing love ? On the fommits of ftreamy Ida ? 

Where 
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Where, all lies expofed to the fides ? What if fome one of 
the gods fhou Id behold thee diflblved, in mine arms^ 
What, — fhould he call the deathlefs powers, to fuch a 

■ 

fight of lafling fhame ? Nor I to thy halls would then 
return,— difordered, from thy bed, o'er my charms. Nor 
I would then return, to meet the fcorn of the deathlefs 
powers. But if fuch the defire of thy foul : If this pleafes 
the mind of Jove. A fecret chamber is thine above ; 
built by Vulcan, thy fon beloved : Its pillars fitted, with 
folid doors. Thither let us repair to fleep : Since love 
pleafes the foul of Jove." 

To hw the high ruler of florms : " O Juno I Fear 
none of the gods. Nor dread, in this, the eyes of men. 
I will pour around a cloud of gold : So thick, that the 
all-piercing Sun, ihall not dart, through its darknefs, his 
rays.*' — He fpoke : The eager fon of Saturn threw his 
arms, round his glowing fpoufe. The earth divine poured 
forth, beneath, — ^her frefhefl flowers to form their bed : 
The dewy lotos, the crocus of yellow hue. The violet, 
thick and foft, reared its head : Aqd heaved, aloft, from 
earth, the powers. They lay on their fragrant bed. 
Round them poured their cloud of gold. Their beaute- 
ous cloud, from which, diflilled the lucid drops of the dew 
of heaven. Thus the father fimk in repofej on the fum- 

mit 



/ 






Book XIV. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 65 

mit of his own dark hill. With fleep, with love, he lay 
fubdued : Aad held his heaving fpoufe in his arms* 

Dewy Sleep defeends, through the wind, to the ihips 
of the Arglve powers t To bear the news to awfiil Nep- 
tune, who (lirrounds the wcwrld, with his waves. Near 
the power he darkly flood: And, thus, with winged 
words, began : — " With fpirit afllft the Argives. O 
Neptune, aid the Greeks in the fight. Give them glory : 
At leaft, whilft he fleeps : Whilft Jove bends his Kds in 
repofe. I poured around him pleafing rei^. Him Juno 
has deceived, with her loves. He lies, folded within her 
white arms.'* — Thus faying, he mixed, with the winds : 
And bent his courfe afar, to the illuftrious nations of 
men. Great Neptune, though already prompt,— is urged 
the more to the aid of the Argives. Bounding forward, 
through their lines, he, thus, roufed the warriors to 
fight : 

t 

" O Argives I" began the God. ** Shall vidory be 
fnatched from our hands ? Shall we yield again to Hedor ? 
Shall he feize the navy of Argos ? Or cover his arms with 
renown ? Sure, thefe are the thoughts of his foul. Thus 
he boafts, as the mighty Achilles lies, in wrath, at his hol- 
low fhips. Nor yet is great our want of the chief: 
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Should wc, the reft, be rouzed to arms ; — and lend our mu^ 
tual aid, o'er the field. But hafte. Attend to my words*^ 
Obey what my foul fuggefts. Let the braveft, the ftout- 
eft, in fight,— take the ftrongeft, broadeft ihields; Let 
us place the bright helms, on our heads : Stretch<^ forward 
the longeft fpears. Let us advance. Myfelf will pre- 
cede : Not deem I, that the fon of Priam, — ^though- 
much the hero is rouzed o'er his foul^ — ^will fuflain my 
approadi to die war. Let him that is in combat ftrong, 
who rears a narrow buckler in fight, — refign his ihield to- 
a weaker arm : And bear forward, a larger orb." 

He. fpoke. They liAened o'er their lines. They all- 
obeyed the voice of the god. The kings reftore the mar- 
tial ranks ; though wounded, they form the field : The 
Son of Tydeus^ the great Ulyfles, and Atrides, the fb- 
vereign of men. Moving^ through the forming lines; 
they changed, with their commands, the arms. The 
ftrong are bcftowed, on the ftrong : The light for the 
feeble, in fight. Now cloathed, in all their burniflled 
fteel, gleaming moves the army along. The earth-fliak- 
ing Neptune, precedes the line : Holding, in his mighty 
hand, a huge, a dreadful, fliining fword,-; — ^like the flam^ 
ing bolt of Jove. Nor permitted was the god in fight, 
to ftretch his awful fword to blood : But,, with its terror,.. 
it vanquiihed the brave 

Opposed 



Book XIV. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 67 

Opposed to the god was mighty Hedor. He alfo for- 
med his own firm lines. Then dark fwelled the war on 
each fide. Both poured it forward, with their might ; — 
the blue-haired king of the ocean and He<9:or, illuftrious 
in arms. This aided the Trojans in fight : That urged 
the Argives to blood. Behind the tents and hollow fhips, 
high-fwelled the hoarfe waves of the main. — They plunge, 
at once, in dreadful ftrife : Horrid clamour afcends the 
Iky. Nor roars To loud the huge w^ves of the main, 
when, large, they fall on the ecchoing fhore, — beneath 
the fierce blafts of the northern wind. Nor fo great is the 
found of flame,— when rufhing, wide, through the moun- 
tain groves: When all the foreft finks, refounding, be- 
neath its rage. Not fo loud refounds the wind, in the 
leafy tops of the lofty oaks, — when the ftorm wings its 
courfe, o'er the echoing hills : — Not all invade, lb loud, 
the ear, as the clamour of the Trojans and Argives : 
When, roaring, they rufticd to dreadful fight ; and poured 
their whole ftrength, in the ftiock. 

Illustrious Hedor the fight renewed. He, 'firft, 
threw his Ipear on Ajax. Turned forward was the face of 
the chief. Nor the lance, from his body flrayed. It fell, 
where the two thick belts, each other crofled,, on his 
manly breaft. The one fuftained his brOad fhield: The 
other, his deadly fword. Thele, now, faVed his body 
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from wounds. Dreadful, raged the illuftrious Hedor:: 
When he faw that his rapid fpear flew, in vain, frcMn his. 
mighty hand. Back he turned to the troop of his £riend t 
Avoiding death, from the hand3 of the foe. 

The great Telanionian Ajax, — perceived the warrior,^ 
as he retired. He raifed a huge ftone from the earth : F<m- 
many lay where the foes engaged, — to jwop the hollow 
fhips on the founding fliore. One of thefe the chief 
heaved from the ground. He ftruck Heftor above the 
orb of his fhield. On his neck fell the forceful weighty 
Onwaj-d, whirling,, it flew amain : And torfe the earth as 
it rolled along. As when a huge oak, on its hill, is 
flruck by the red bolt of our father Jove^ Torn from 
the rooty it lies along. The naufeous fmoak of the ful- 
phur afcends. Stifle with terror the traveller fliops. Half 
his foul wanders away : For dreadful is the bolt of all- 
powerful Jove. 

Thus, fell the ftrength <^ illuftrious HeAor. Thus,: 
large, he lay, along the ground. Frcrni his hand dropt 
the brazen lance : From his arm, the wide orb of hia 
fhield. The helmet fell, bright, from his head. All 
his armour harflily founds as he falls. With dreadful 
clamour advance the Greeks. They hope to drag the. 
chief to their line. Thick fly the frequent darts, from 

their 



Book XIV, THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 6^ 

their hands. But none at diftance, or hand to hand,-— 
could touch the (hepherd of his people, with fteel. Hf^' 
valiant friends flood formed ^ound : Polydamas,rthb ' 
godlike iEneas ; Agehor the divine, die great leader of 
the Lycians Sarpedon, — and Glaucus blamelefs in foul. 
Nor any warrior n^leds the chief. All held before him 
the wide orbs of their fhields. His friends bore him, in 
their hands, from die fight: Till they came ta his 
bounding fleeds. Behind the war, they flood, remote : 
With their 4river and various car. They flowly took 
their way to Troy. Deep^groaned the king, as they 
moved.. 

But when they can*e to the diflant ford, of the b^u- 
teous flreani of the gulphy Xanthus ; whom immortal 
Jove begot : They laid the chief, from the car, on the 
earth; and fprinkled, o*er him, the cooling flream. 
His foul returned to his breafl.. He foiled his heavy eyes^ 
around. On his knees the hero lay: And poured the 
dark blood, from his mouth. Again he fell back on the 
earth. . Dark night had wrapt his eyesj in fhades. The, 
heavy blow had fubdued his fouL 

When the Argives faw HeAor divine ; retiring, fub- 
diicd, from the field : With rifihg fpirit they rufhed on 
ihe. Trojans., They remembered the difmal fight. The 

z. fbn . 
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^(bii of Oileus death began. Swift Ajax threw firft hk 
lance. He wounded Satnius with the fteel-pointed fpear ; 
•Satnius the brave fon of Enops : Whom the Nymphy the 
.beauteous Nais, brought forth to Enops as he tended 
the herds,— -on the green banks of the roaring Satnio. 
fHim the fbn of Oileus ftruck, with his pointed fpear. 
Through the nether belly, it pafled. He fell backward 
and lay in death. Round his body fierce battle arofe : 
Between the fons of high-built Troy and die Argives 
x:overed with mails. 

In revenge of the chief advanced — Polydamas, Hiaking, 
aloft, his fpear. On the right fhoulder, he fhiick Pro- 
thoenor, — ^the fon of great Areilycus. Through and 
through, paflbd the brazen lance. In the dufl, the 
hero fell, — and grafpt the e^th, witli his dying hand. 
O'er the flain, much-gloried Polydamas, — ^raifing his 
loud voice to the foe. " Not, in vain, I deem, from 
the arm, — from the hand robufl of the fbn of Pan- 
thous, — flew the fleel-pointcd lance, through air. Some 
Argive receives the fharp fpear : And let it prop him, as 
he flowly defcends, — to the dark halls of relentlefs Pluto." 

I 

He fpoke. Grief arofe to the Argives : When they 
heard the vaunting voice of the chief. But he, mofl, 
moved the warlike foul of the great Tclamoni^ Ajax. 

Before 
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Before his feet, fell the great Prothoenor. Straight he 
threw his lance on Folydamas : As the hero turned hi» 
Heps, from the foe. He faw the fhining fpear as it canie ;• 
and, inclining, avoided death. But Archilochus received 
the fteel : The gallant fon of the aged Antenor. Him, 
l^e gods had, then, deftined- to death. He ftruck him» 
where joined the. neck with the head. On the laft joint 
fell die deadly lance. Both the nerve& are cut in twain., 
Prone forward he fell to the ground. His head, his face, 
his noie, touched the earth,— ere yet his body tutabled 
down to the ground. 

AjAX, vaunting in his turn, fpoke thus to the valiant 
Polydamas. " Confider, well, O Polydamas I Then 
convey the truth to mine ear. Is liot the fall of this^ 
chief, — anr ample vengeance for flain Prothoenor. Nor^ 
of vulgar form fecms the youth:- Nor yet of an ignoble' 
race. But the brother or fon of Antenor, the aged' 
breaker of warlike fteeds. To the chief is- related the 
flain :• Or his figure, deceives thefe eyes." 

He fpoke, well-knowing the chief. Then Acamas, 
protedling his brother (lain, flew Boeotian Promachus, as 
he draped the dead warrior away. Much gloried the 
chief o'er his fall : Thus raifing his voice to^ the foe. 
" O Argives ! obnoxious to fliafts ! Infatiable in vaunts 

and. 
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and in threats ! Kor wi alone fhall bear, in our imhy 
the toils and the fon-ows of war. Yofj> alfe, fhall be 
iflatn, in your turn : And aniwcr to ontr wo with wfx 
Behold, how your Promachus fleeps.; fiibdued beneath 
taxy pointed fpear J Not toi^ unpaid was the voigeance 
due,— «-ta the fhade c£ a brother ilain. Happy, even in 
death, is the man, — ^who leaves a brodier in the conteft 
charms, to revenge his timekfs (aSi, on the foe.'* 

He fpoke. Grief arofe to the Argives, when they 
heard the vaunting voice of the chief. But he, mod, 
moved the warlike Peneleus. On Acamas, the hero 
ruflied. Nor the Trcgjari fuftained the kii^. Peneheus 
flew the young Ilioneus : The fon of Phorbas, rich in 
flocks. Him Hermes loved the moft of the Trojans: 
And gave him wide pofleflions and wealth. To him an 
only fbn was born, Ilioneus, dauntlefs in arms. Beneath 
the brow, through the eye, pafled the lance. Bloody 
dropt the torn eye-bali in duft. Through the nape 
appeared, bloody, the fpear. Falling back, he feemed 
to fit in the duft : Stretching forth his dying hands. 
Peneleus drew his fword, from his fide. He cut his 
neck, at a blow, in twain. Down dropt the head, with 
its helm, to the duft. Still, pafled through the eye is the 
fpear. The king raifed the head aloft, on the lance: 
And, thus, gloried to the Trojans, aloud : 

« Bear 
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" Bear tidings," he faid, " O Trojans I of the fall of 
the brave Ilioneus : Bear them to his father beloved ; to 
his mother diflblved in tears. Let them weep, in their 
lofty halls. Nor fhall the blooming fpoufe of Promachus.: 
The chafte wife of the fon of Algenor, — ^prefent herfelf to 
her hufband returned, while gladnefs glows, on her hea^^ 
venly charms. When, we, the fons of Achaia, fhall 
return, in our {hips, from Troy." 

He fpoke. Pale terror wandered over their lines. Each 
looked around, in his fear : And fearched, where flight 
could bear him away, from death. Unfold to me, O 
Mufes ! Bright dwellers of heaven's high halls ! Who, 
firft, o£ the Argives tore the bloody fpoils, from a foe : 
After the world-furrounding Neptune had turned the icale 
of the war ? Great Telamonian Ajax flew Hyrtius, re- 
nowned in arms : The leader of the m^ianimous Myfi. 
Antilochus flew the valiant Phalces : He Ipoiled Merme- 
rus, fallen by his fpear. Meriones gave Morys to death : 
And Hippotion, in battle brave. Teucer pierced the 
dauntlefs Prothoon : He flew Periphaetes in arms. The 
fbn of Atreus gave to death Hyperenor, the fliepherd of 
his people, in war. In the nether belly, he flruck the 
chief. Through the entrails pafled, fwiftly, the fteel. 
Round the fpe^, came forth his foul, Thickeft dark- 

VoL, 11. . L nefs 
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nefs o*erfhadowed his eyes. Many fell by the hand of 
Ajax> — the fwift fon of the great Oileus. None could 
equal the chief, in fpeed ; when he hung, on the flying 
foe : When great Jove turns the fcale of war : And 
throws a panic, in the fouls of an hoft. . 
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NOW, thie Trojans had pailed, in their flight,—^ 
the lofty wdl and the trench profound. Many 
lay, fubdued, in their blood : Beneath the hands of the 
Argive powers. When they came, to their cars, they 
jftopt. Palenefs wandered o*er every face. Terror fhook 
their limbs, as they Hood. From ileep, ftarted all- 
powerftil Jove : On the fummits of ftreamy Ida ; — from 
the white arms of the golden-throned Jurio. Sudden- 
rifing the thundercr ftood. He law the Trojan and 
Argive powers. Thefe urging the deadly puHuit : Thofe 
broken and difperfed, in their flight. Among the vic- 
tors HE Neptune beheld. He -(aw Hcftor,. extended 

La on 
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on earth. Round the chief fat his mournful friends.. 
Short rofe his heaving breath from his breaft ; His 
ftrength failed. His foul fluttered on her wings to depart.. 
Dark poured the clotty blood from his mouth :; Not the 
feebleft of the Argives had inflided the wound! The 
father of men and of gods — ^beheld and pitied the haplefs^ 
chief. Sternly turning his dreadful eyesj— to Juno. the. 
god b^an : • 

** Contriver of ills!" he faid. *< Deceiving Junot 
Thy fraudful wiles— have ftppt the progrefs of Hedor 
divine : And poured the • flight of his. troops o'er the: 
plain. But thou, the firft, perhaps, {halt tafte-— the 
bitter fruits ' of t«v deftnidive defigns. Thy former 
crimes renewed, may ftill renew the fcourgc of my wrath. 
Refled» not thy foul on the pafl: ? Remember'fl thou noC» 
when aloft, I hung thee,, full in my \dew,, from the fky. 

ft 

When I tied two dreadful weights to thy feet } When I. 
bound thy hands with iafrangibk gold. ? When, fufpenr 
ded, thou wert in the. air ? When roimd thee wandered; 
the driving clouds. .0*er broad Olympus,, the deathlefs. 
gods, were darkened with riflng wo. But. they could! 
not their queen imbind. Him, that approached thee,, I-. 
feized,^ — and hurled him, headlong, from the. threfhold' 
divine. Scarce breathing,, he fell on the earth. This I: 
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did in my dreadful rage: In my wrath for, my fon 
beloved, — for Hercules divine : Whom T4I0U, artfol 
author of ills I — Unbinding the blafts of the northern 
winds, — ^had'il turned, from his deftined courfe,-^to the 
well-peopled ifland of Coos. Thence I delivered the. 
chief. I brought him back to Argos of fteeds : Though 
encompafled, with perils, around* Thefe things, again, 
I {hall bring to thy mind : That, at kngth,, thou may'ft 
defift from thy wiles ; That,, at length, thou may'ft. 
know,^ from thy foul,; — ^how little thy charms avail : 
How little the power of thy loves I With which, apart 
from the gods, thou, now, haft deceived thy fpoufe." 

He {poke : And, fhuddering, the goddef& heard^. 
She rolled, in terror, her awful eyes : And,, thus, ad- 
drefling the fon of Saturn, with winged words,, began :. 
** Bear witnefs, O earth I O heavens I that fpread above 
all I Waters of Styx, that rufti below I The greateft^ 
the moft dreadlul oath—to the gods, who for ever live I; 
By thine own facred head I fwear : By the joys of ouc 
nuptial bed: By^^ which I never raihly fwore*. Witnels 
all Ir— 'That NOT, at my nod^ Neptune, who fhakes the 
world with his waves—has poured (laughter on Hector and 
Troy,-— or aided the Argive powers. His own foul has 
urged on the god : Has driven him, too far, in their 

aid.. 
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aid. He faw them pref&d, at their fhips. He pitied 
and rofe from his main. If my coiinlels had been poured 
in his ear t If, in ought, he would hear my words : He 
would join, with thy will, divine, O awful rulo' of 
ftorms!'* 

She fpoke : And the father of gods and trf" men- 
mildly-fmiling, thus replied: " If thou, henceforth, 
majeftic Juno I Shalt think the fame, with me in heaven : 
!£, revering my will, thou wilt fit, in the awful aflcmbly 
of gods. Then Neptune fliall foon change his mind, to 
THY wiJl^— to MY high command : Though bent on his 
own defigns. But, if thy words a^ee, in all, with thy 
foul : Straight repair to the feat of the gods. Send hither 
the various Iris. Send Apollo renowned for the bow. 
^HE (hall defcend, ^ough the winds, to the hoft of the 
bright-mailed Argives : To bid Neptune, the fovereign 
of waves, to leave the battle of heroes, with Ipeed : To 
retire to his own high halls. But Apollo fliall rouze, 
again,—- great He6lor, in all his fame. He fliall breathe 
ftrength o'er his limbs ; and blot thofe bitter woes, from 
his foul, — which, now, involve his manly heart.*' 

** T«EN fliall the hero rufli amain ; — and turn the Ar- 
rives to fliameful fliglit. Dreadful, fliall he hang on the 

foe. 
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foe. The battle he will fpread, in his rage ; to the hol- 
low fliips of the fon of Peleus. Achilles, then, will rouze. 
his friend. He will fend forth Patroclus to war. Him, 
before the walls of Ilium, great He<ftor will flay,, with his 
lance. Many youths fliall fall,, firll, by his fpear : Among" 
the reft, Nfv gallant fon, — Sarpedon, though mortal, di- 
vine, Achilles fliall rife in his rage : And' Hcdlor fliall 
fafl, by his fpear. Then wc AMI follow wo, on Troy,- 
Thenceforward her fons fliall fly : Turned,, from the fliips^. 
by this powerful hand. No rcfpite from ill fliall they" 
find : Till the Greeks, by the counfel of Pallias, flialt 
level high Ilium with . duft. Nor till then fliall I ceafe. 
from my wrath. Nor fliall I permit any god, to aid the- 
preffed Argives in fight : Till all the wiflies of the great 
fbn of Peleus, — fliall be ampfy fulfilled, for his wrongs. 
I gave my promife confirmed. I feakd all with my facred 
nod : On that day, when the goddefs Thetis»— emtwuced 
my knees, in her tears,;— to honour great Achilles, the 
fierce deflroyer of towns.** 

He fpoke : Nor in ou^t, disobeyed, the white-armed;' 
daughter of Saturn. She left the cloud-covered hiUs of 
Ida. To broad Olympus,, fhe arofe, on the winds. As 
flies the rapid foul of a man, who has pafled o*er many 
regions of eartL Deep in thought, he cons within :-^ 

« This: 
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** This way or that have I ftrayed,"— he glides, at once, 
o'er the whole fpace in his mind. So rapid flew Juno re- 
vered. To high Olympus, fhe, quickly, qime. In midft 
<of the gods, flie appeared : In the halls of high-thunder- 
ing Jove. At the fight, they rofe all, from their feats, 
and pledged her, in golden cups. She heeded not the 
reft, as they came. From beauteous Themis, the cup 
flie received. She firft met the queen of the flcies : And 
thus addrefled her, with winged words: — ** O Juno! 
Why this fiiddcn afcent? Terror wanders o'er all thy 
■charms. Proceed thy fears from the fon of Saturn ? Has 
thy hu{band, thusi, frightened thy foul ?" 

To her the white-armed queen replied : " Afk not, 
Themis J Forbear thy demands. To thee, already, is 
known,— how haughty, how ungentle his foul! But 
THOU, prefide among the gods : In thefe halls, prefide 
x)'er the feaft. Thou (halt hear all, in the midft of the 
deathlefs powers. Thou fhalt hear all, that Jove, ■ fevere, 
denounces againft his world. Nor, deem I, that,— hear- 
ing all,- — or mortal of god will rejoice : Though, now, 
the gladnefs of the feaft fpreads around." 

« . • 

Thus fpeaking, fet Juno revered. Sudden darkneis 
Tofe, with wo, on the gods. Silence reigned, in the halls 
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of Jove. She forced a fmilc, on her lips : But care, 
darkly, fat, aloft, on her browsi In the midft of the 
gods flie began : Thus joining her rage to their wrath : 
** What madnefs has feized us all ? Why, in our folly, 
<:ontend we with Jove ? In vain we wifli to reft rain the 
god. Nor perfuafion, nor force will avail. Remote from 
all, he fits alone. He values not, in ought, the gods : 
nor ever is he moved by their rage. He boafts that o'er 
the immortals all, he rifes in ftrength and in power : That 
all the deathlefs race of heaven, muft own themfelves the 
flaves of his force. Submit, therefore : Obey his nod. 
With patience bear the ills, which he {ends. Nor, now, 
unhurt, by his power, I deem, — fits Mars in the midft 
of the gods. His valiant fon is (lain in fight : Him moft 
he loved of mortal men : Aicalaphus, renowned in arms,— 
whom furious Mars has owned for his fon.** 

She laid. The god darkly arofe. He fmote both his 
ilout thighs with his hands. Dreadful fwelled the voice 
of his grief; as, thus, he {poke, in the midft of the 
gods : *' Let not your rage arife, O deathlefs dwellers 
of heaven's high halls 1 Forgive my purpofe. I muft re- 
venge my flaughtered fon, at the fhips of the Argives. I 
muft revenge my fon in death ; Should dreadful fate de- 
cree my fall. Should I— transfixed by Jove's red bolt, — 

Vol, II. M lie 
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lie blafted amid the dead, and roll, large, m dud and in> 
blood.** 

Hb fpoke : And to Terror and Flight he ilTued forth his. 
loud commands ; to join his fnorting fteeds to the car^ 
He cloathed his deathlefs. form in arms : And, beaming^ 
bright, rufhed forth, in his rage. Now, had the wrath, 
of thundering Jove fwelled, with tenfold fiuy, above : 
Now, his rage had Hamed amain, a^inft aU the immortal 
gods. But Pallas fuddenly arofe. She feared for all the 
race of heaven. She rofe from her lofty throne> She if»- 
fued forth through the gates of Jove.. She tore his brighti 
helm from his head : From his broad fhoulders, his dread- 
ful fliield. From his hand robuft, (he wrenched the Ipear : 
and reared it ered, in its place. With rapid words, like. 
thefe, fhe checked the rouzed rage of impetuous Mars : . 

" Furious and mad at once ^ Stop thy rage: Or^, 
for ever, be loft. Haft thou ears ? Or, in vain, doft thou- 
hear ? Has refpedi, with thy prudence, expired ? Eteard'ft 
thou not, what the white-armed Juno, has juft brought, 
in tharge, from Saturnian Jove ? WouM'ft thou, in thy 
folly transfixed, — fufFering much, and yet dreading 
more, — would'ft thou to return to Olympus, in bitter 
grief from the wounds of his hand ? Or carelefs of thy 
furious felf, would'ft thdu fink, in dreadftil ruin, the 

reft^' 
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reft ? Straight, would the awful thunderer leave the fierce 
fight of the Trojans and Argives : Straight he would come 
to Olympus ; to roll gods on gods, in his rage. One by 
one he would chafti^. The blamelefs like the guilty muft 
fall. But THOU, reftrain thy rage for thy fon. Many 
more valiant in fight, more ftrong, than he, to launch 
the fpear,—- have fallen and will fall, in this war. Hard 
the taik to fave from death, — ^the race of mortals born to 
diet" 

She fpoke : And feated Mars in his throne. The furi- 
ous power reprefled his rage. Juno called, apart, from 
the gods, — bright Apollo and various Iris : Iris, with feet 
of wind, who bears the commands of the gods. With 
winged words, flie both addrcfled : " Jove commands 
your prefence, on Ida. Hafte. Wing your flight to the 
god. When to his facred place ye fliall come ; and view 
the face of the father of all : Do, what feems good to his 
foul. Bear his high commands through the wind." 

Thus fpeaking, (he flowly retired. She iat, in aw- 
ful ftate, on her throne. With fpeed, they threw them- 
felves on the wind. Straight they came to the ftreamy 
Ida, the mother of all that is wild. They found the far- 
.refounding Jove, on high Gargarus, cloathed in his clouds. 
When they came to the facred prefence of the high ruler 
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of all the ilorms : At awful diflance they fiood : Nor 
ieeiped the god enraged in foul. Mildly turned his 
eyes on both : As fo quickly, his fpoufe they obeyed. 
Firft, he called the various Iris, and» thus, with winged^ 
words began : 

'< Haste, Iris. Aicend the winda. Beaj: my. words: 
to the lord of the main. Reprefs not, in ought, my com- 
mands, nor add, in thy zeal to obey. Goi. Bid him. to 
leave the fight : To quit the loud tumult of arms* To- 
return to the fynod of gods : Or to dive benseatli the wave* 
of his main. But (hould he my words diibbey ; ihould: 
azure Neptune difdain to hear : Me, descending in my 
wrath,— though ftrong, he can never fuiUin. . I profefi. 
to tran£pend him, in force, as in birthright ai^d number 
of years. Yet h b dreads not, within his foul, — to boaft: 
himfelf equal to Jove, whom all others obey and fear..** 

He fpoke : Nor, in ought, difobeyed,— the wind- 
footed, various Iris. She defcended, from the mountains 
of Ida 5 to the limits of (acred Troy. As, when, from 
the clouds, drives the fiiow, or rattling hail, before the 
wind : When blow the fierce blafls of the north, wont 
to clear the broad face of the flcy. So rapid Iris, afknt, 
defcends. Standing near the lord of the main ; the god- 

defs began in his ear : 

«<^ To 
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" To thee ah awful meflage I bring. Blue-Kaired Nep- 
tune, thine ear incline. To thee I bring the commands of 
^gis'bearing Jove. He bids thee to leave the £ght : To 
quit the kmd tumult of arms. To afcend to the race c^ 
the gods : Or to dive, beneath the waves of thy main* 
But ihould'ft thou his words disobey : Should azure Nep-* 
tune difdain to hear. He threatens to defcend in his. 
wrath t To urge a^inft thee the dreadful fight. He 
bids thee his hands to avoid : As, in force, he tranfcends. 
thee, as much—as in birth-right and number of years. 
Yet thou drcad*ft not,, within thy foul, to boaft thyfeir 
.<lual to Jove,^d.om all othm obey and fa.- 

Much enr^ed in his mighty foul, great Neptune re-^ 
plied to her words : ** Ha 1 Surely, though great is his^ 
power, too-haughty he {peaks his commands :. If me un- 
willing he means tx> reffarain ;. kI^, with equal honours eni> 
dued I Three iHTothers^ from Saturi^ wb fprung : Rhea 
bore us of old to the god. Jove and I were the firft, by 
our birth : The third, PlutOj Who rules the dead. In. 
three parts was divided the world : Each held his owNy 
uncontrouled. The wide empire of the foam-covered 
main, fell, by lot, to my fhare, — ^^there to- dwelL. Ta 
Huto fell the darkncis profound : The air, the clouds^ 
the. broad heavena. tq Jove.. The earth was left oxnmon^ 
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to all : And Olympus, high feat o( the gods. Nor I will 
obey him in all : Nor rule my condud by Jove's com- 
mands. Though powerful, let him filent remain: To 
his lot, his ambition confine. With his threats he will 
never controul, nor frighten Neptune, with the force of 
his hands. On his daughters, on the fons he begot, let 
him vent all the force of his rage. They may liften to his 
hariheft commands. His empire extends not o'er me." 

To the god rapid Iris replied : " Muft I then, — blue-, 
haired god of the main ! . Muft I bear to the ruler of 
ftorms, — fo hard, fo fierce an anfwer from thee ? Wilt 
thou alter, in ought, thy reply ? Eafy-changed are the 
fouls of the wife ! Know'ft thou not that the furies 
attend, the right hand of the elder-born." 

To her replied the earth-fhiking power : ** O goddefs 
IHsl" he faid : ** Juft tne words, which thou pour'ft 
on mine ears. Much it avails, in all, — ^when the bearer 
of words is wife. But forrow invades my heart ; rifing 
rage my foul obfcures : When he chides, with his wrath- 
ful words, ME, whom fate has equalled in all ; — in em- 
pire, as well as in birth. Yet, now, though enraged, 
I will yield. But another thing I will tell ; — nor flight 
is this threat of my foul : Should the thunderer, againft 
MY will,-r-againft the will of the warrior Minerva ; — • 

2 oppofed 
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oppofed to Juno, to Hermes, — to the far-ruling god of 
the fire : Should he fpare the high-built Ilium and propr 
her hated towers from their fall ; — fhould he deny in hi& 
pride the promifed victory ta Argos : This from Nep- 
tune bear to his ear, that for ever our rage fhall burn." 

He fpoke : And left the hoft of the Argives. He 
plunged in his own dark main r And Greecb felt his 
k)fs, o'er her lines. Then the ruler of ftorms. on Ida, — 
fyokcxthus to the far-fhooting Phoebus : " Go, now, O 
Phoebus beloved ! Go to- Hedior cloathed- with mail. 
The world-furrounding god, is retired. He has plunged 
in his own vaft main : Avoiding the nfing ^me of my. 
wrath. Elfe had others heard the found of our ilrife r 
Even the powers, who dwell below ; — wlio^ round Saturn, 
in thick darknefs, refide* But this is better for us both*. 
It pleales Jove and fiiits his ftate : That, thus, iq dread 
of this right hand, he yields to my high commands. Elfe 
not without much toil, L deem, this conteft had reached 
its end.." 

** But thou, Apollo, in thy hand, take the dreadful 
^gis- of Jovei Strike it in thy progrefs through war. 
Throw fear, in the fouls of the Argives. Be illuftrious 
Hedor thy care. Raife the chief, O far-fliooting Phoe- 
bus I. Kindle wonted force in his foul.: Breathe ftrengtb. 

o'ec' 
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o'er his mighty limbs ; 'till the Argives (hall fly to their 
fliips, — to die Hellefpont's ecchoing fliore. Then fhall 
determine my foul : I will eiFedt, with deeds and with 
words, — that, in their turn, the Argives — ^flidl breathe 
from their many toils.** 

He fpoke : . Nor the god difobeyed — ^the awfitl com- 
mands of his Are. He defcended from the mountains of 
Ida ; — in fpeed like the rapid hawk : Swift <^ wing, the 
deftroyer of doves, the fleeteft bird that darts through 
the wind. He found the fon of warlike Priam, — He<ftor, 
in adions divine ! Sitting the chief he found : Now, no 
longer, prefled, with pain to the earth. Juft returned 
was his wandering foul. He knew his loved companions 
around. The deep breathing,— the cold fweat had 
ceafed : When firft the foul of thundering Jove, had 
turned his thoughts divine, on the chief. Near, flood, 
tlie far-fhooting Ph<Ebus : ** Heftor fon of Priam I'* he 
faid : ** Why, thus, apart from the reft, — ^fit'ft thou, 
failed in thy ftrength ? Say, what grief has invaded thy 
foul?" 

To the god,— ftill languid in mind, great HeAor thus 
ilowly replied. " Who art thou, O beft of the gods? 
Who pours this heavenly voice, in mine ear ? Know*ft 
thou not, bright fon of the fky I That, near the hollow 

fhips 
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ihips Off the Argives : When I flew his br^vc friends with 
my fpear— ^eat Ajax, unequalled in arms, hurled a 
jiiighty ilone on my brcaft ; and forced me to ceafe from 
die fight. Long, I deemed, that this day was decreed, 
difclofe the dead to mine eyes : To open Pluto s 
gloomy halls to my fteps. Death, flowly, feemed to 
■creep on my limbs : And I, almoft, breathed my foul, 
on the winds/* 

To. him the far-fhooting Phoebus: ** No longer, O 
He<aor, delpond. Truft mine aid : For, from Jove I 
defcend. He fent me, from the fummits of Ida. To 
laife thee, to aid thee in fight, he fent Phoebus Apollo, 
from afar. I, who was wont, heretofore, to fliield thy- 
ifelf, — to proted lofty Troy. But, haften. Arife. Urge 
to fight— thy many warlike friends o'er the field. Drive 
thy fiery courfers along. Pour the war to the fhips and 
the main. Before thee, I will ftride, in my ftrength. 
I will level the wide way to thy fteeds. I will fmooth 
the rugged brow of the war : And turn to flight the 
heroes of Argos." 

He fpcSte : And inspired j with mighty force,— -the 
fliepherd of his people in arms. As a courier long de- 
tained in the ftall : High-pampered, at the manger, with 
corn ; breaks loofe • and fcours o'er the field,— -fliaking 

Vol, IL . N the 
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the folixi earth, as he bounds^ To his wonted rufliing 
river, he flies with pride. Aloft his haughty head he 
rears r And, on his fhoulders, pours his long mane. He, 
.trailing to his beauty moves. His fleet limbs bear himj 
with eafe, along : To his wonted pafl:ures,— to the welL- 
'known herd of his mares. Thus Hedor movied, his limbs 
o'er the plain :. Thus,, with vigour he bounded away., 
Rouzing his warriors, he rufhed.. Still he heard the aw- 
ful voice of the god. As. when on the high-branching; 
fl^— or, huge goat of the defart wild,, borne forward, with» 
force, ace the hounds, witH all the clamour of rufhihg 
hinds.. But him the Kigh-browed rock proteds: The. 
thick woods darkening^ round, with their gloom. Nor,, 
in the fates, is it yet for them all, to (eizc the wide-boun,d- 
ing prey.. Rouzedy by their noife, appears, the dreadfiil- 
lion,. with horrid jaws. The favage glares, near their 
courfe. Straight, he turns them,, away, iii their fear ;. 
Though they eagerly bura for the chace.— Thus the Ar- 
gives, that late, purfued': That hung forward, on the. 
flight of the foe, with all their fwords and* pointed* fpears*. 
But, when they iaw Hedor divine; gleaming bright,, as; 
he winds through the. linos : Struck with terror they ftoptr 
at once : Their fouls funk in fudden difmay. 

To his friends fpoke the (lately Thoas : The valiant 
race of the great Andraemon. The bravefl of \ffitolia's. 
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fons : Skilled to launch the diftant ipear. In (landing 
£ght, his fame was known : And few in council the chief 
excelled ; — ^when, in fpeaking, youths contended for f^ime. 
To the hoft he raifed his voice : And, thus, with prudent 
words, he began : *' O gods I What new wonder ap- 
pears ? What fight prefents itfelf to mine eyes ? Great 
Hedtor, anew, fprings to light. From the (hades of 
difmal death he afcends : When each Argive had hoped, 
from his foul ; that, (lain, he lay low, on the field, be- 
neath the hands of Telamonian Ajax. But £bme god has 
reftored hini to ftrength. Some power has rouzed Heftor, 
agahi : — ^Who, in battle, has" fo often unbraced the ftout 
limbs of the Argive powers. Nor, I deem, at an end are 
fijch ills. Without the aid of high-^thnndering Jove, the 
chief (lands not in the fi"orit or the line : Thus rouzed, 
along his godlike foul." 

^< BuTy O At^iires, attend to my words. Liffcen all to 
the thought .of my foul ! Difnuis the crowd to the hol- 
low (hips. Command the main force ; fix)m the (ield. 
Let u s all, who profefs that we rife,— o'er the army in 
valour and&me: Let us, in a hody, (land forth. Let 
us try to reprefs his rage : Raifing high our pointed fpears 
to the foe. He, I deem, though burning for fight, — ^will 
dread, in his (bul, to approach : At leaft to enter the pha- 
lanx of Argos.^* 

N a He 
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He fpoke : And his counfel they hearcL The chiefs^ 
formed their deep ranks, in the front : Round the ftrengtb 
of' godlike Ajax,— ground Idomeneus, the king, round 
Teucer and great Mericmes,— round Meges,, equal to Mar& 
in arms. They formed the braveft in the fronts Front 
wing to wing, the chiefs were convened. Oppofed to 
daring He6tor they flood : To all his Trojans, oppofed- 
in arms. But backward the crowd retired,— to the fhips 
of the Argive powers. 

The thick-formed Trojans advance They, firft, pour 
their flrength, on the foe. Before, moved Hedor di'- 
vine: Stretching wide his mighty flrides. But before 
•HIM rufhed Phcebus Apollo, with his fhoulders inwrapt. 
in a cloud. In his hand he held, aloft, the ^gis, wildly 
tofllng its orb, in the fky. The dreadful, the high-famed 
JEgis, rough and fhaggy, on every fide. The artifl Vul- 
can gave it to thundering Jove,— to turn to flight the 
deep ranks of the brave. This the god held aloft, in his 
hands, — as, dark, he fbrode before the line. 

But the Argives deep-formed, in their arms, — fuf- 
tained the fhock that poured amain. Loud clamoui; 
afcends, on each fide. The arrows bound, from the 
twanging firings. Thick fly the deadly fp^s, from their 
hands : Some are fixed, in the breafls of the brave ; fbme 

faU, 
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£dl, in the middle fpace : Ere they mix their points with 
the foe.. Deep in earth, they quivering ftand : Eager' to- 
be fated with blood. As long as Phoebus Apollo held the 
^gis, unmoved, in his hand : So long ru£h the mutual 
&)ears : And equal' fall the foes, on each fide. ' But when 
light in. the face of the Argives, he fliook the broad iEgis 
on high : And waked, above them, his tremendous 
voice ;— -their fouls within, arc unmanned. . They forgot 
their wonted valour in fight- 

As when on a herd of beeves, or large flock of fiiow-- 
white flieep, two lions darkly rufh, from their woods,— 
in the ftill feafbn of cloudy night. Difturbed, they are. 
fcattered: amain : Their abfent keeper is diftant far. Thus, 
difturbed are the heartlefs Argives. Apollo wakes fear 
b*er their lines : Giving glory to Troy,— to Hedlor divine, 
renown; Then man flew his man, in the flight. Two 
chiefs fell by Heftor's fpear : Stichius, in battle brave,— 
Arcefilaus, ^eat in arms : This, the leader of the bright- 
mailed Bceotians : That the faithful friend of the valiant 
Meneftheus. ^neas flew the warlike Medon : He laid 
lafus, dead, in his blood; Medon was the fon of Oilcus, 
by a fecret bed : The brother of the fwift-footed Ajax. 
In Phylac^ the hero dwelt, far from his native land. A 
warrior he had flain with his fpear,— the brother of the 

fair 
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iair Eriopis, — the fpoufc of the ^godlike O ileus. But la- 
^us to battle led, the Athenians renowned in arms : And 
Ijoafted himfclf the fon of Bucolian Sphelus. Polydamas 
ilew the gallast Mecifteus : Polites laid Echius in death* 
In the front of the line, fell Clonius, by the fpear t)f the 
noble Agenor. Paris ftruqk the flying Ddochus. Behind 
the Moulder entered the lance: And (hewed, before, 
its bloody point. 

Whlle theilain they defpoiled of their arms; o'er the 
wall -fled the Argive powers : O'er the flakes and the 
trench profound, they urged, amain, their fcattered. flight. 
Heftor rouzed the Trojans to fight. Loud fwelled his 
voice in their ears. He bade them to rufli on die fhips : 

...» « , * . ^ 

To leave the bloody fpdils, on the field — " Him whom I 
fhall find, apart, — whom thefe eyes fliall loitering be- 
hold, — I ftraight fliall difmifs to the fliades. Nor bro- 
tlier, nor niter in tears, fliall make him partake, in death, 
of the pile. Dogs fliall tear his wretched cprfe : Before 
Qur city, he fliall bleach in the winds.** 

He fpoke : — O'er the flioulders of his fteeds, the high- 
raifed lafli refounded amain. He urged the Trojans, o'er 
jail their lines. With threatening clamour, they advanced 
ifvith the chie£ With dreadful tumult, they drove their 
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^ars. Before them moved Phoebus Apollo. He levelled 
the deep fofs, with- his feet :- Tlu-owing down the high 
banks, in his rage. Like a bridge hefmoiothed the wide 
pafs : Scarce a javelin could fly o*er the fpace ;. urgedy with 
fpeed, from a warrior's arm,— when he tries his manly 
force, at the Ipear. O'er this fpace,; they in fquadrons, 
advanced : StiH Phoebus precedes in clouds, — holding high 
the dreadful ^gis of Jove. He deftroyed the huge wall 
©f the Argives. It fell with eafe, by the hands of the; 

Like the fancTs, on the fhore of the main, before the' 
feet of a fportful boy ;•— who, forms,, with childifli play, 
many figures along^the fand. But foon he changes his 
youthful, mind ;. and levels all, with his hand« and feet :' 
Lightly fkipping, in playful mood. Thus thou, O far- 
fliooting Phoebus ! Levelled' ft. with, earth the labour, — the 
mighty toils of the. Argive. powers : Spreading panic,, o'er 
all their lines. Thus,- o'er their works, the Greeks are: 

« 

driven. At length,, they flood firm, near the fiiips.. 
They urged' each other to fight. Their hands they railed ' 
to all the gods.. Each poured, with loud voice, his -vows. 
But chief afofe.the voice of Neftor : The guardian of 
Achaia in. arms 1 The aged prayed to the firft of the gods r 
Stretching forth his hands, to the ftarry heavens.. 

" O F.ATJHEft< 
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" O FATHER JoveP'. the aged iaid : " If, in Argos, 
abounding in corn, — any warricH-, departing for Troy, — 
burning the thighs of a faered hull, — or offering the firft 
of his fold, — ^prayed to t h e e, for his fafe return : If thou 
Jheard'ft,— if thou promifedft to grant his rcqupft I Remem- 
ber thefe, in their fore diftrefs. Turn, awfiil Lord Olym- 
pus I Turn away, the evil day. Suflfcr not the Argivcs to 
fall. Reprcfs thou the hands of the Tons of Troy." 

Thus praying, great Neftor fpoke. Loud thundered 
the prefcient Jove. To his eiars, on high, came the 
prayer,— of the aged fon of Neleus. The Trojans heard 
ithe awful found. They deemed it the heavwily iign, — - 
of Jove*s faered will to their arms. With growing fury, 
they ruihed, on the foe. Battle raged o er sdil their line : 
As when the vaft waves of the fpacious main, o*er tlie fides 
of the (hip afcends : Rolled large along, by the ftrength 
of the wind. White heaves the troubled ocean around I 
Thus, the Trojans, with loud clamour, arofe, — o*er the 
wall of the Argive powers. Their fteeds they drove amain 
to the fhips. At their fterns, burnt the dreadful fight. 
Hand to hand, they urged the fpears : Thefe, on their 
cars engage the foe : Thofe, aloft, on the decks of their 
fhips* The Argives their dark veffels afcend. With long 
poles th^y gall the foe ; Poles, which lay flowed in their 
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fliips, — ^formed to wage the naral war, — fheathed, at the 
. point, with fteel. 

As long as Greeks and Trepans, fought around the high 
wall of the Argives : While fliU beyond the hollow (hips, 
roared the war.: So long fat Patroclus divine, — in the tent 
of the fon of Euaemon. The chief he cheered, with pleat- 
ing diicourfe : And poured healing balm in his wound ; 
with medicine, fettling his pains. But, when the Tro- 
jans, with tumult advanced, — ^with wild clamour, had 
poured through the wall : Deep-groaning, the hero arofe. 
He fmote both his thighs, with his hands ; And, Ibrrow- 
ing, thefe words began-: ' 

** EuRYPYLUs 1** the hero faid : ** Not longer, though 
needful mine aid, — can I, now, remain in thy tent. Loud 
fwells the dreadful noife of the fight. Let thy fervants 
attend their lord. But I will haften to great Achilles : 
To rouze the godlike hero to fight. Who knows, but by 
the aid of fbme god, — I may move his relentlefs foul? 
For powerful is the voice of a friend P* 

This as he Ipoke, he flrode away. But the Argives, 
with firmnefs fuflained, — the rufhing force of the fons of 
Troy : Nor could they repel them from the fhips ; — 
though fewer were, in number — the foe. Nor yet 
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could the Trojan powers,; — ^by breaking the lines of the 
Greeks, — mix themfelves with the fhips. and the tents. 
As levels the line, the wood, when guided by the fhip- 
wright's hand : By a man, who knows the whole art ; — 
whom Minerva herfelf has taught. Thus equally ftretched^^ 
o'er their lines was the battle of either hoft.. 

■ Others fought the difmal fight, — round other fliipsj. 
along the fliore; But He6tor advanced, in his ftrength^ 
againft Ajax, elated with fame. For one (hip the heroes 
toiled. Nor this could drive his foe away: And throw^ 
into the navy, the flame. Nor that could repel the 
chief: For aided by a god he came. Then, illuftrious 
Ajax flew — the fon of Clytius, the noble Caletor. The; 
hero bore the flame to the fliips. On his breafl:, fell the. 
deadly fpear. Sounding he funk on the earth. The flamr 
ing torch dropt, at once from his hand. 

When the eyes of He<ftor beheld — his kinfman, rolling 
in the duft, — before the dark ftem of the hollow fliip : 
He raifed his awful voice to the hoft : To the Trojan and 
Lycian powers. " O Trojans and Lycians renowned!: 
Dardanians, fighting hand to hand I Turn not away from 
the fight. Leave me not, in this diftrefs. Save the gal-r 
lant fon of Clytius ► Stretch your fliields, o'er our friend, 

as. 
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as he lies.' Left the foe ihould leize his arms ; Thus fal- 
len, at the fhips of the Argives.'* 

• • • 

Thus fpeakingj he threw his bright lance, — againft the 
^mple. breaft of Ajax. The flying death ftrayed wide 
from the chief. On Lycophron fell the pointed fpear : 
On Cytherian Lycophron, the friend of the godlike Ajax. 
With the hero he long had dwelt : Far diftant from his 
native land ; — ^where a warrior he, unwittingly, flew. 
Him he ftruck with his burniflied fpear. Above the ear en- 
tered the point : As he flood, near the warlike Ajax. Su- 
pine, he fell down, from the fliip to earth. His limbs 
are unbraced in death. * Ajax fliuddercd, at the fight, 
and, thus, Ipoke to his brother beloved. " O Teucer, 
deareft to my foul ! To us a faithful friend is low : The 
fon of the valiant Maftor, from the fair bounds of the 
famed Cythera. Him, like our parents beloved, we ho- 
noured in our lofty halls. — But h i m valiant Hedor has 
flain. Where, Teucer, are thy deadly fliafts ? Where the 
bow, which Apollo gave ?" 

He Ipoke. The chief obeyed his nod. Near the hero, 
he flood, with fpeed. He held the tough bow, in his 
hand : His quiver, replete with fliafts. Soon, he fent the 
flying death, on the foe. He ftruck, with his arrow, 
Clitus, — the illuftrious fon of Pifcnor : The faithful friend 
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of Polydamas, the race of Uluftrious Panthus. He lidd 
the bright reins in his hand t To guide forward the fteeds 
of the chief Right forward he drove the car: Where 
riioft the foes, with timiult> enjgaged. Fleaiing Hedor 
and Troy he moved. But, o'er him^ hung dcflarudlive 
fate : And none warded away the blow. Behind, on his 
neck, fell the deadly ihaft. Down, he dropt, from the 
car, to the ground. His frightened £beeds recoil., at the 
. found ; And (hake the empty car, as they rear. 

This, great Polydamas beheld. He, firfl, came fbrr 
ward to the fteeds. He gave them to the hands of Afty- 
nous, the gallant fon of Protiapn. Much he gave in 
charge, to the youth : To hold near him, the bounding 
fteeds. The hero himfelf, advanced : And mixed again, 
with the foremoft, in fight. Teucer aimed another ihaft, 
at Hedor covered with mail : And h i m he had ftopt 
in his courfe, — and had fubdued, at the fhips of the A^- 
gives : But he deceived not the foul of Jove. The god 
preferved Hedor divine ; and denied the glory to Teucer. 
He broke the twanging ftring on the bow : As the hero 
drew it, with all his force. He turned the fteel-pointed 
arrow, afide. The polifhed bow fell, at once,* from his 
hand. Teucer fhuddered, at the fight : And, thus, his 
brother addrefled : 
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** Ala»I*' he faid : " Some angry god — breaks 
wholly our deiigns, in the fight. The ftrong bow he 
has ftruck, from my hand. He has broken the nerve 
in twain : The, well-twifted ftring, which I bound to" 
the bow,— to-sday,. with the early light,— to fend, for- 
ward, many arrows to blood."— To his brother replied, 
with fpeed, the great Telamonian Ajax : ** O friend be- 
loved !" the hero faid : " Lay thy bow,— thy frequent 
arrows aiide : Since fbme god, the foe of the Argives,' 
has broken all, in thy manly grafp. But take, in thy 
hand, the long (pear. Raife to thy fhoulder the bofly 
fliield^ Ui^e, thyfelf, the fight on the Trojans : And 
urge the Argives to the fight. Not without toil let them^ 
feize — ^if viftbry muft crown their arms, — not without 
toil let them feize the fleet. Let us all remember the 
fight." 

He (poke; and his brother obeyed^ He laid his bow, 
within the tents. On his fhoulder he hung, aloft, the 
broad orb of his fourfold fHield. He placed the polifhed 
hehnj on his gallant head. Thick rofe the horfe-hair 
plumes,, on the brafs. Dreadful, nod the crefts, o'^r his 
brows. He grafpt a flrong fpear, in his hand. Bright 
beamed the fteely head of the lance. He rouzed himfelf 
forward to fight. Swift, he rufhed to the fide of Ajax. 

When 



•"J* 



102 THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XV. 

• « 

When Hedor beheld the broken ftring,-:-the ufelefs 
arrows of valiant Teucer : He raifed his loud voice to his 
friends. He urged the Trojans and Lycians renowned : 

" O Trojans and warlike Lycians I Dardanian* 
fighting hand to hand I Shew yourfelves warriors, O 
friends ! Recal your wonted valour in fight. Pour, for- 
ward, on the fhips of the Argives. This inftant, I beheld' 
with thefe eyes ; the bow of a gallant foe, — his arrows 
rendered ufelefs hy Jove. Eafy feen is his hand divine, 
Diftindl are the marks of his power : When a nation he 
cloaths, with renown : When a people to wo he refigns, 
— ^removing, from them, his guardian arm. Now, he 
lefiens the force of the Argives,: And aids the Trojans^ 
in bloody fight. Pour at once, your gathered force, on 
the fhips : And, whoever is pierced with a fhaft, from 
afar, — or hand to hand with the deadly lance : Who- 
ever,' here, Ihall nleet his death, — let him die»— Not 
difgraceful, for our country is death I But the fpoufe of 
the flain fliall be fafe : His infant fons remain unhurt. 
His lofty halls, untouched, fhall ftand : His wide pof- 
feflions defcend to his race. The found of war fhall 
ceafe, on our fhores. The Argives fhall depart in tlieir 
fhips, — to the loved fhore of their native land." 

Thus fpeaking, he raifed their force. He kindled 
valour o'er all their fouls. But Ajax on the other fide, — 
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thus, urged his faithful friends to the fight. " O Ar- 
gives I What ^difgrace is here ! Now, better it were at 
once, to die : Or fafe to remain, by turning the foe 
from the fhips. Hope ye, O to prudence loft ! — Hope 
ye, ever to return, fhould He<9:or take your fhips in the 
fight ? Can you tread the waves, with your feet ? Or 
ftretch, o'er ocean, your fteps to your land? Hear ye 
not the mighty foe, urging forward all his troops to the 
war ? Behold ye not their approach ? The rouzed hopes 
of their daring fouls ? Nor to the dance he calls them 
forth : But to battle, to blood, to death. No other 
refource remains : No other counfel fhould guide our 
fbuls : But, hand to hand, to urge the fight, — to mix 
our arms, our whole ftrength with the foe. Better 
it is^ at once to die ; or, with valour, to fave our lives : 
Better it is to die, at once, — than to be wafted down, 
by degrees I — To be gradually confumed in the fight I 
To fall, unrevenged at our fhips,- — beneath the hands 
of a weaker foe." 

Thus fpeakihg, he raifed their force. He kindled', 
valour o*er all their fouls. Then Hedtor flew the valiant 
Schedius, the ftbut fon of the great Perimedes, — who led 
the warlike Phocians in arms.. But Ajax pierced Laoda- 
inas. : A. leader of the foot in. fight,: — ^^^ gallant fon of 
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the wife Anten^r. Polydamas flew Cyllenian Otus, — the 
faithful friend of the fon of Pliyleus : Wlj.o led the war- 
like Epei to Troy-. Me^es rufhed upon the foe: When 
lie faw his friend in his blood. Polydamas obliquely in- 
clined : And Meges ftrayed from his aim, with his ipear;. 
Nor Phccbus fufFered the fon of Panthus,-^to lie, fubdued 
in the front of the line. But the fpear ftruck the breaft of 
Croefmus. Sounding he fell to the earth. Meges rufhed 
to feize liis bright arms, 

m - • - 

» 

On the hero bounded warlike Dolops : Much Hcilled 
to launch the fpear in the fight : The fon of the godlike 
Lampus, — ithe beft, the greateft of mortal men : The 
jace of the lar-^med Xraomedon, {laught to each motion 
of war. The chief fruflied. on Meges, in wrath. Hand 
to hand, he flruck his ihield, with the fpear. The 
thick bi^eafl-plate. «pf€erved the chief. The thick breafl- 

y Jp «... a 

plate, with jointed fcalcs j wluch Phyleus from Ephyra 
brought,— from SelU'a jefounding fiream. ' The ^ft ■ of 
his godlike hofl,— of Euphctes, the fovereign of men. 
He gave it to be borne ia the fight : A bulwark againfl 
the darts of the foe. It had often preferved the father 
in war : Now it warded death, from the fon. 

Meges flrikes the helm of Dolops : Where rifcs thick 
the horfc-hair plume. The faithefk bafe of the corte he 

3 iflruck : 
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jhnck : The hairy creft wsts brokeii ihort, by ^ fpear. 
|n the dufl it fell down, at his feet : Shining bright, 
with Phoenician t^ While, thus, the chiefs fought 
hand to hand ; while hopes of vi<flory arole to both : To 
the aid of Megei came-^-tMeiielaas renowned in arms. 
Concealed, he ilood near to the foe. He ftrvck his 
(houlder, behind, with his fpear. Through the breaft 
came the forceful point: And feemed eager to urge 
farther its eourfe. Prone, he fell, in death, to the 
ground. Both raflied, at oace, on the flain : To tear 
the brigkt arm, from h« corfe. 

Hector beheld tbe iall of die chief. He rouzed aU 
his kinfmen to arms. He chided the (on of Hicetaon,-^ 
Melanippus in battle renowned. He, long, in the green 
Percot^, had led to pafture the lowing herd : While 
abfent yet was the rudik^ foe. But when the fleet of the 
Ar^es came: along the vaft back of the main, — ^to 
Ilium, the hero returned : And excelled, amcmg the 
Trojans in arms. He . dwelt, in the halls of Priam : 
And equal honours he held, with his fons. Him Hedor 
now chided, in £ght; And thus began his word^ to 
the chief:—" Why, Melanippus,** he faid, <* are our 
hand( thvs remiA in the fight ? Is not thy heart moved 
with grief, io thy brcaft,-^fpr thy kinfman, laid low ifi 

Vol, II. P his 



io6 THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book 

hU hlood ? Scc'ft thou not How tRcfe arc employed,; 
round tEe arms of the hapleft Dolops. But follow thou 
mV fteps, ^ith {peed. No longer, muft we (land afar,- 
or urge the diftant war on the Argives, Hand to hand 
we muft engage : Till we ihall lay them flain at their 
fleet ; or lofty Ilium fliall fall to its bale : And death 
cover, with darknefs, her fons;** ' 

He Ipoke: And ftrode,. before, in arms. The 
godlike warrior trode his path. Loud f welled to his 
friends around, the voice of great Telamonian Ajax.: 
** O friends, behave yourfelves like men I Place the fear 
of fhame, in your fouls. Each other reipeft in the 
ft rife. Shew no example of flight. Of thofe,, who dread 
difgrace, worfe than death, — ^mpre are fafe, than are flaia 
in the fleld. Nor the fame of the coward afcends : Nor 
fafety. attend* his flight/' — ;He urged them, thus, alreadjf ' 
prompt, — to turn the foe,, from the hollow fhips. They 
laid up his words, in their fouls : And ftretched a wall 
of brafs round their fhips. But Jove rouzed the Trojans 
to battle, and blood. 

To Antilochus then began, — ^Menelaus, in battle 
renowned. " Antilochus!" The hero faid. " None 
fo young is Co great,- in the fight. None is fwifter of 
foot, than thee. None throws the fpear, with fiich 

force.. 
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force. Advance then to the ftrife of renown.-, ^Btound! 
forward, and try, with thy laace, to ftrike fome Trojan, 
advancing in arms." — Thua faying, again he retired. 
The foul of ^he youth was rouzed. Beyond the front, he 
iflued forth. He launched, with force, his far-beaniing 
ipear. Around, he threw, with caution, his eyes. The 
foe retreats, as the javelin flies. ' Nor, in vain, flew the 
-lance, from his hand. The valiant Melanippus he 
•ftnick : The fon of great Hicetaon. On his breaft, as 
the hero advanced, — ^fell the eager fpear of the foe. Re- 
founding, he funk to the earth. O'er his body craflied 
Jiarfhly his arms. 

Antilochus ruflied forward, Ttith fpeed : Like a 
hound, on a wounded fawn : That the hunter has tranf- 
iixed, with his dart, as flie bounds, from her fecret feat. 
Unbraced lie her Hmijs in her blood ! So, on thee, O 
brave Melanippus I the valiant Antilochus flew : Eager 
to feize thy bright arms. Nor unfeen is the hero, by 
He<9:or. He ruflied forward, on his courfe, through 
the fight. Nor the Argive fuftained his approach : 
Tho* a warrior ardent in fight. He fled,— like a favage 
of prey, — ^that, confcious, of the ill he has done, — 
liaving flain, or a bounding hound, — or the fwain who 
;attended the herd : He flies, iere yet to the place, — 

P 2 pours 
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pours the gathered ftrength of the hinds. Thtis, i fled thfr- 
fon of the prudent Ncftor. The Trojans, -with Hcftor; 
divme,-^with loud clamour purine the chkf : And pour a:, 
ftorm of darts on his flight. When he came to the line he: 
Hood : And turned his face, sagain, on the foe. 

The Trepans advanced, on the ihipSy like lioos, that, 
tear their prey, amain. They performed the high m«n<> 
dates of Jove. The god waked mighty force, Q*er their 
fouls : He fimk the oourage aod ^ory of Argos«. But he 
routed all the hcartSr cf the Sot. Ftom his foul, Jk wiihcd 
to cover with hnaSy — ^great Hedor the foB of Priam : To* 
urge him to thronr amain — devouring fire, on the hol- 
low ihipst ' The g^ was hcnti to ^giaot! vi^hiolc^M^tfae. vaft 
requeft of die kightKiikoviiig Theds. Aloft'iat the pre^ 
Icient Jove. He .exptiiSted ix> hdwld, with his leyes,- 
Tifing ftame, fipocn thb&i^ of the Ar^vts. > Theny hehad 
decreed in his ^1^ «^ p^ur the flight tot^Tfoy, 6o»th^ 
fleet: To ccjrver ^ Arg^vts, wid^ £ua^« . 

« • > 

: ■ , ' .- 

RSV02.VINX3 this, in his mind, the god rouzed He£toF 
divine. He pu&od forward the fbn of Priam, — already 
burning along his foul. He raged, in hi| ftrength^ like 
Mars, when the god lifts his deadly fpcat : Like de vowing 
flame, hy night, on ^e mountaans^^^ia the. deep reoQ(s 
of the founding groves. Whke fisam^d his mouth,- in his 

wrath. 
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vMXiL ■■ Brigke burfittllis e^res, beneath the dark (haSc of 
hie fcouiihg brows. Dreadful {faone' the dazzling helm 
rmmd the awiul brows: of the flaying king. Jove himfelf 
was ^is i&iy from his fkies. Hiuoniy he hononrod, in? 
tiie midf^ of a. thoufaad clue&^ Hn ni^ him: in die 
beams of his fame ^ as fhort was the term of his life. Pal- 
ks lirged forward his fatd hour ;>-*4)eiieatii the fliength 
of the ion of Peleus* 



' No«r HE wiihed^ fbom his ia»ioft foal,.--4!D iM^eak the 
firmed ranks of thefoe» Where tbiekefl: Dbod the Ar- 
givesy he nifhedt Where beamed t^ befl arms to the: 
eye. But not fo {lightly couki he break the QkKtt xanks r 
Though mudb the hem bnm'^: id the* %(|^ ■ ' 1^ cloCe array, 
they firmly floods Like a roi^ky thac i;ean high its dark. 
brow ; near the founding fhore c^ the foamy main; Un- 
moved it ^i^ainsy the: whole' fhiodp^Miie ragidg fiiry of all 
the win^, — the htigef waves thaf^bresk white, at its fsety*'^ 
or roll, large, on itt battetted fkb^. Thus the Argives 
fuftained, Gerady, the Trojans :: Unmindful of fliameful 
flight. 



But Hc6!or Wholly cloathed in fiire,: — bounded, bright, 
on the line of the foe. He rufhed forward, with force : — 
Like the wave,- — that breaks large, on the bounding fhip r 

When hageit rpHs,' beneath the winds, which d^kly burfl, 

from 



«o ^HE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XV; 

from "the troubled clouds. The whole deck' is coverc4 
with foam. Loud howls the Waft, in the womb of the fiil. 
The' fliuddering mariners fhake to their fouls. On the 
•verge of death, they are borne along. So broken were 
their moumfiil fouls, — ^within the breafts of the Argive 
powers. But HeAor, like a lion in wrath,— when he comes, 
fierce, on a herd of beeves : As, numerous, they feed, at 
large, on the fwampy banks of a reedy lake. In the midft, 
the ftout herdfinan is fccn, — but unfkilled, with the fa- 
vage, to fight,— or to fave, from (laughter, the kine. 
Now, among the firft, he appears : Now, in the rear of 
the herd. On the center the lion bounds. He fingles a 
bull for his prey. The reft fly, amain, o*er the field. 
Thus yield the^ Argives to heaven-fent flight : From Hec- 
tor and Jove they retire. 



All fly, amain, o'er the ihips. One only by He<5tor fell : 
Periphetes, from rich Mycenae, — ^the fon of Copreus, in 
tattle renowned. Copreus, who bore the commands of Eu- 
riftheus to the ftrength of Alcides. A valiant fon, from a 
father lefs brave : Endued with every virtue of foul : Re- 
nowned in the race and great in the fight. In prudence he 
his fellows excelled : In counfel wifer, than the fons of 
Mycenae. But, now, he gave glory to Hedor. He covered 
<he chipf, with renpwn. Turning from the battle, ynth 

fpeed, 
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fpeed, with his foot he ftruck the edge of hi3 own broad 
fhield : The ihield, which reached, l^ge, to his heels :. Ths 
defence of his body from darts. Stumbling, the chief lay; 
fupine. Dreadful, rung his bright helm, as he fell. Nor 
unfeen is the warrior, by HeAor. The hero quickly rufhed 
to his fide. He transfixed, with the fpear, his broad 
breaft j — in the midfl of his friendls beloved. Nor could 
they, though fad, for their friend, aid, in ought, the 
fallen chief, in his blood : For much they £ssuxd the lance 
of Heftor divine 

« 

Within the firft line of the fhips, — the routed Argives 
eonvcy their flight. The fartheft fhips, on the fhore of 
the main,r— walled them in,, from behind,, to their tents. 
With loud tumult, purfued the foe. At their tents, be- 
hind the firfl line ; — they flood gathered, nor difperfed^ 
tihrough the camp. Shame a^nd terror confine them to 
war. Loud-exclajminff, they each other exhort: But 
chief the voice of l^^^eftor arofe ; The ardent voice of the 
guardian of Argos. He implored" them, for their fafety,. 
to fight : He adjured them, by their parents beloved : 

'< O FRIENDS, be men >" he faid. " Revere others.. 
Place fhame in your fouls. Let each recal to his mind, — 
his children, his fpoufe beloved : His wide pofleflions at 
home : The parents whom much he reveres v Whether, 

living. 
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living, they breathe the atr ; or> dead, they rei^de, in the 
tomb. By T H E M I adjure you all. Though abfent, they 
fpeak in my voice. They bid you bravely to iland* 
Neftorbids you fpr them to reflrain yoyr flight.** 



Thus fpeakingf he roused the ftrength,<— ^nd awakened 
the fouk of all, Minerva diiperfed, from their eyes,— the 
chick cloud) which had hovered around : The heaven-fent 
^Ifknefs, which (hrowd^ their flght. Bright burfts, upon 
them, the day. From the fliips, — from the field, rufhed 
the light. They beheld Hedor, fo great in the fight : 

• • • • • 

The warring friends of the chief diey beheld. They faw 
the troops that, behind, flood from war : They (aw thofe, 
who engaged at the fliips. The whole field refe, at once, 
to their view. Nor longer it pleafisd the foul,-«-thc flout 
heart of magnanimous Ajax;-^— to ftand flill in his arms, 
where the other fbns of Achaia, flood. From deck to 
deck, the hero raflied : Stretching wide his mighty flrides. 
He wielded the huge pole, in his hands : A weapon of 
ideath, in the naval i^;ht I Two- and- twenty cubits itf 
length : Bright-ftuddcd with ftcel around. 



As when a man well-fkilled, in the art,— of mounting 

the high-bounding horfe ; feleds, from many beauteous 

fteeds, — ^four courfers to urge the race. Side by fide he 

wakes their Ipeed. From the field to (bme fpacious 

5 town, 
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town, — they rufH, anmn, through the public road. Ad- 
miring crowds fland, gazing, round. Without danger, 
and fafe in his art : From fteed to fteed he vaults, with 
eafe : While beneath t he y Teem to fly, on the winds. 
Thus Ajax bounded, from fhip to fhip : High ftretching 
his mighty ftrides. His loud voice afcended the iky. Un- 
ceafing he exclaimed to the Greeks : And urged thdrti to 
defend their camp. Nor funk, behind the bright-mailed 
Trojans,- — remained the daring fon of Priam : Ai when 
the tawny eagle invades,— ^ifbme nation of flying birds : Oi* 
cmnes or long-necked, fwans,— -as they feed by the flow- 
flowing flream. So Heftor, forceful, poured along — ori 
the blue- painted prows of the fleet. • Jove impelled, for- 
ward, the chief, — ^fpreading his broad hand behind. He 
Touzed his people, around the king. 

Again burnt the dreadful fight. Death flew, from fide 
to fide. Unfatigued, thou would'ft have thought the 
foes : Unbroken— -and new in the field. So fierce they 
met in the fliock : With fuch fury, they urged the fight. 
But different was the fl:ate of their fouls. The Argives 
tleemed, that they could not efcape. They provoked the 
tleath, which they failed to avoid. The minds of the 
Trojans, were rouzed with hope. They deemed, that 
they could burn the fleet : And drench, with the blood 

Vol. II. CL of 
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of heroes, the fhorc. Thus, confirmed, on either fide t 
They mixed, aniain, their mutual force. 

Hector feized, in his daring hand, the dark ftem of a- 
hollow {hip : The beauteous fhip, which o*er the main, — 
brought the haplefs Protefilaus. Nor fhe bore him again,, 
from Troy, to the loved ihore of his native land. For 
THIS, the foes contended in arms. - Round this, they, 
hand to hand, fell in blood. Nor, now, they dreaded 
the flight of fhafts, from afar : Nor darts ccMning down, 
from the winds. Hand to hand» and face to face ; with 
<Hie mind, they mingled the war. With axes, with hair 
berts, they fought : With mighty fwordsy with fteel- 
pointed fpears. Many bright fwords fell on earth : With 
dark handles, with large, poliflied hilts. Many fell, from 
the ftioulders of heroes ; and glittered, as they lay in the. 
dufl. ConFufion ipread,' with tumult, around. The dark 
earth floated with blood. 

But when He<9:or had feized the fhip r He held it, 
thenceforth, in his grafp. On the flern are fpread his 
broad hands ; as, thus, he eagerly fwelled his voice : 
" Hafle. Bring the fire. Urge the fight. Pourjj. at once, 
your gathered force, on the foe. This is the day, — the 
happy hour, — by which Jove delivers us all. Let us feize 
this hateful fleet : Hither come, againft the will of the 

gods: 
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l^s ; Thf flcet^ whicli cojrprcd lis, with ivoes ; tJjrovgli 
tliiQ cowaj-dly coaolels, o£ age. M e, the sld^rs^ thus lo^ig, 
have fcept. bai^k ; Though hw^iog to fight^ at the ihip$. 

My^ fh^y 4et!»iac4, with th^ word*. They reftfaioed 

the whole army ftom war t But, if thto? the high'thun<- 
dering Jove, — maimed our councils, with our folly of 
foul : Now fee impels tis to fight. He pours us ^rward, 
in our -ftrength, on the foe,'* 

He fpdh^i A»d with Mercer r^gc-^^hey r^ihed, aja^, 
xm the Argive f^mstf 1 Nor longer Ajax himfelf fuftains-*^ 
overwil^kiwd 9»^ith 4^^3 he retise^. A i^all fp^ct^ th^ 

hero retreats. To the bank of the rowers he came. He 
left the deck of the equal fhip. There ftood the chief 
and eyed the foe. With his fpear, he turned the Trojans 
away. He drove away, whoever came, with the flame. 
Ceafelefs fwelled his dreadful voice, on the winds. Ceafe- 
iefs, he urged the Argives to fight. 



" O FRIENDS I O heroes of Argos I Once followers of 
Mars in arms I Shew yourfelves men, O beloved ! Recal 
your wonted valour of foul. Deem ye, that aids are be- 
hind ? That a bulwark afcends in the rear ? Have you 
any other trench to proteA — ^any wall to turn deftru<Stion. 
away ? No city of ours is near. No lofty towers to an- 
noy the foe. We have no place to defend. No town— 

<i.2 in 
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in {ucceilion, to guard. On the fhores of the bright- 
mailed Trojans, — ^we ftand, inclofed by the main. Be- 
tween the wave and the foe, we are henmied. Diftant 
far, is our native land. Our Mcty isv placed in our hands^ 
Certain ruin attends our flight.*^ 

He {poke : And, furious, exalted his ipear.. "Whoever 
of Troy*s hapleis fons,— ^ruflied foxwaxd, oa the fhips, 
with the flame,— to gain the favour of HeAor divine r 
Him Ajax received, on his fpear. He pierced him, hand 
to hand, with his lance. Twelve Trojans, thus advan^ 
cing, with Are,— lay flain at the iVem of the Oiipv. 
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SO fought the foes, amain, round the hollow Gdpy 
on the fhore. Patroclus flood before Achilles : Be- 
fore the fhepherd of his people, in arms. Wide ruflied the 
warm tears down his cheek r Like a fountain, that high 
on the fteep,-r— pours, ceafelefs, its trickling waters, down 
the dark face^ of the lofty rock. The great fon of Peleus 
few his grief. Pity rofe, in his mighty foul ; And, thus,., 
with winged words, he hegan : 

" Why fall thy tears,. O Patroclus ? Why weeps the 
chief, like a child? Like. a. little girl,, that haftens sHong-r — 
hfii; infant Aeps^, by her mothei^s fide^ Eager-afking to^ 

be; 



1%S THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XVI. 

be raifed to her breaft j — her robe flie feizes and incumbers 
her fpeed. Weeping, fhe lifts her fad eyes : And claims 
her wonted place, in her arms. Like her, thou pour'ft 
forth, O Pt^troclus, the wandering tears, on thy cheek. 
Bring'ft thou tidings of dire import, — to the Myrmidons 
or to their king ? Haft thou heard ought of forrow from 
Phthia ? Came difafter, alone, to thine ears ? Still lives, 
as they fay, great Menjetius. Still Pdeus behoids the 
light. Still, d'tt his people, the hero reigns. Tfic lofs 
of either would cloud our fouls : And demand- the warm 
tear from our eyes. Or mourn'ft thou the fate of the 
Argives ? Beobife they ^1 at their hollow fhips, for 
their injuftice to me ? Speak. Conceal not thy foul. 
Lflt us b®th know the caufe of thy .grief;" 

• • • 

IXe-efi^y ^gking, irom his foul,-»-'t)he ^ar-bonve 'Pa£ro~ 
chjB FC^Ued :— *< O AchdHes, '(boa of Pekus I Thou .&:ft 
of idle Argives in arms 1 Reproach jme not, O ohid^ ior 
theic tears : Since deep the woes, which o^erjfiia^pw the 
ho&. AU the braveft have retired from the fight. Tjieir 
hands unwilling, have ceaied from the ilrife. Wounded 
they lie, fad, in the fhips : Or hand to hand, or, by 
darts, from afar. An arrow ftruck the fbn of Tydeus. 
Vfy&s lies, torn ^th a Ipear. AtHdes is ^wounded : 

Aud 
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And great Eurypylus is pierced, with a (Haft, through 
the thigh. Them^ the (killed in the healing arts^r-attend 
and drefs their deep wounds. But thou, relentlefi^ 
remain'ft, O Achilles I- Nothing^ heals the wounds of thy 
pride.** 

** Never may a rage, like thine, the foul of Fatro- 
clus invade I O with mifchievous valour endued I Who, 
hereafter, (hall claim, thine aid ? Who fhall (aiety d&eive. 
from thy fword ? If, now, thou rcfufeft to turn— ^certain 
luin, from thy country and friends ? O pitilei^, hardr 
hearted chief I Nor Peleus renowned is thy fire; Nor 
thy mother the bright-moving Thetis.. The ftormy ocean 
brought thee forth. From high rocks, thou thy births 
haft derived. Thy foul is fierce, as the fiiil : Like the 
latter thy heart is hard.'* 

" But if thou dread'ft, in thy foul, fbme prophecy,, 
Ibme difaftrous portent : Which Thetis has brought tp- 
thine ear : Which Jove has difplayed on his. winds : Me,. 
at leaft, fend forth to the fight. Submit thy forces to m y 
eommani Let the Myrmidons take their {pears: Per- 
haps, light may arile, on our friends. Give to., me to^ 
wear thine arms : To cloath myfelf,. in thy wonted fteiel. 
The Trojans, by the likenefs deceived, ' in terror, will 
abftain, from the fight : Ahd the Argives,, will breathe,, ' 

fromi 
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from their toil. Opprefled as they are they will breathe : 
Small the refpite, that aids not, in war I With eafe, 
ihall WE,— now frefh to the field,— <lrive the toil-worn 
foe along. With eafe we fliall ^ drive them to Troy, — 
from the tents and the fhips of the Argives.** 

Thus, intreating, he {poke, — > blind to fate ! -He 
afked for ruin and death, to himfelfl Deep fighing, 
from his inmoil: foul — ^the godlike fon of Peleus replied : 
" Ah me 1 Patroclus divine I What words haft fent tp 
mine ear I Nor I a prophecy dread : Nor ought from 
Jove brought my mother revered. But heavy wo fits 
deep, on my heart : Still wrath wraps, in tempeft, my 
bread : As h e has dared to defpoil — ^his equal in all of 
his prize : To refume my portion again,— as in power, 
he excelled, in the hoft. This has covered, with forrow, 
my heart. Much have I fuffered in foul. The maid, 
whom the Argives gave, — ^whom, from many, they chofe 
for my prize : Whom I won, with my own bright fpear, 
when I levelled her native town : Her from mine arms, 
has the king, — Agamemnon, the proud fon of Atreus, — 
H E R he tore, from mine arms, — as from a ftranger, un- 
honoured, defpifedJ" 

"But let thefe be forgot, with the paft. It becomes 
not man for cyer to rage : To cherifli endlefs ftrife in hi§ 

foul. 
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foul. Yet I had refolved, in my breaft, not to reftrain 
my wrath : Till to my own hollow fhips, had advanced 
the loud tumult of war. But thou aflume my fplendid 
arms/ Be thou the leader of my troops to the fight. 
Condud: my Myrmidons along : As the dark cloud of 
the Trojan powers, has girt the fhips, with all their 
ftrength. Hemmed in to the fhore of the main : Small 
the fpace, which the Argives poflefs. The whole city 
pours on them, amain. The Trojans full of confidence 
fight. They behold not the front of my helm : The 
awful light, which afcends, from, my crefl. Soon flying, 
from the navy of Argos, — the broad trench they had 
filled, with their dead,:— rif Agamemnon from my wrongs 
had abftained. If the king had been gentle in foul.*' 

" But, now, the army is fhut, in their camp. The 
daring foe furrounds them all. No longer rages the 
ipear, in the hands of the mighty fon of Tydeus. H b 
has failed to ward death from the Greeks. No longer the 
hateful voice, — of Agamemnon comes with force on mine 
ear. But I hear the voice of HecSlor. His urging voice 
afcends the wind. The Trojans hear it o'er their lines. 
They pofTefs the whole field, with their powers : And 
flay in battle the warriors of Argos. Yet, now, iflue 
forth, O Patroclus. Rufli forth in thy valour, and fave. 

Vol. H. R Turn 
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Turn defthidion away, from our ihips. Prevent, O 
friend, the hoftilc flame : Left our hopes of return ftiould 
be loft." 

"But thou in all, obey my words. Hear the fiim 
of what I advife ; That thou may*ft bring back, from 
the Argives, — ^mighty honour and renown to thy friend. 
That THEY may reftore, in all her charms, the much- 
loved maid, whom their king has feized. That they 
may repair my wrongs : And add fplendid gifts, to my 
prize. When the foe thou haft repelled — return. Should 
even high-thundering Jove give thee fame: Yet urge 
not the ftrife too far : — Return. Though eager in thy 
foul for the fight. Return : Left lefs honoured thou 
render thy friend. Nor, thou, exulting in fuccefs,— • 
hang, with death, on the rear of the foe. Pufh not the 
war to Ilium. Lead not thy troops to her walls : Left 
fome ever-living god ftiould, from high Olympus, de- 
fcend : For much is the foe beloved, by Apollo, whq^ 
{hoots from afar 1 '* 

« But thou return, O friend beloved! When the 
ftiips thou haft faved, return. Let them continiie the 
fight -'. And deal mutual deaths^ o*er the field. O would 
to father Jove ! To Pallas \ To bright-beaming Phoe- 
bus : That no Trojan might death efcape ; No Argiv<e 

I fuFvive 



BobKXVL THE ILIAD OF HOMER. ^23 

• • • 

furvive the war: Might we, both, deftrudlion avoid: 
And we only level, with earth,-*-the high walls of the 
facred Troy/' 

Thus (poke the godlike chiefs. Nor longer Ajax fuf- 
tains the fisht : The hero is with darts overwhelmed. 
Him, the will of Jove has fubdued : And warlike Troy, 
launching forward her ipears. Dreadful (bunds the 
bright brafs on his head : Smote, on every fide, by' the 
foe. Ceaieleii fall the blows, on his helm : As it 
gleams, o*er its iluds to the light. His left flioulder li 
relaxed, with his toil ; In holding high his firm fhield to 
the war. Nor yet could they drive him along : Though 
leaning forward, with all their fpears. High leaves, 
with fhort-breathing, his breaft. Sweat wanders o'er all 
his limbs. Nor reft, nor refpite he finds : On every 
fide, with evils oppreflbd. 

< 

Unfold to me, O Mufes 1 Bright dwellers of heaven'$ 
high halls 1 How firft fell devouring fire— on the fliips of 
the Argive pbwers. He<ftcw? ftruck with his wide-beaming 
fword, the aflien fpeat of the godlike Ajax : Where joined 
the wood, w'ith the fteeL Through and through pafied 
the eager bkde. The fon of Telamon wielded in vain— 
the pointlcls ftafF,. in his mighty hand. Wide flew the 
tndght head of the fpear : Refbunding, as it fell to the 

R 2 ground. 
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ground. Then the hero Auddered in foul. He knew the 
awful work of the gods. He knew that the fortune of 
war — ^was decided by thundering To^e» That the god 
had determined, in foul, — to cover Troy with fuccefs and 
renown. He retreated beyond the darts. The foe threw 
the devouring fire. Wide, o'er the (hip, fpread the flame; 
The whole ftern is involved, as it founds. 

Achilles fmote his manly thigh : And thus, with 
winged words began : " Arife, in thy ftrength, O Patro- 
clus 1 Valiant ruler of fteeds arife ! I fee, at the fhips of 
the Argives, — the rapid force of refiftlefs fire. Prevent 
the deftrudion, with fpeed : Left our hopes of return^ 
fhould be loft. Hafte. Affume thy bright arma. I my- 

felf will convene the troops." 

He fpoke: And Patroclus obeyed. He armed him felf 
in burniftied fteel. Firft the beauteous greaves on his legs 
he drew : With filver clalps fattened neatly before. Then 
he placed, on his manly breaft, — the cuirafs of the noble 
Achilles : Various, ftarry, bright*flaming with gold; 
Round his flioulders he fulpended the fword,— diftin- 
guiflied, with its filver ftuds. On his arm, he raifed his 
fhield, a wide and folid, bofly orb. On his gallant head; 
aloft, he placed the dazzling flame of his helm. The 
horfe-haif waved, on high, in winds. Dreadful nodded, 

above^ 
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above, the creft. He took two ftrong fpears, in his hands : 
Which fitted well his manly grafp. But he took not the 
ONLY fpear — of Achilles faultlefs in form: The long, 
heavy, ftrong fpear of Achilles ; which none of all the 
Argives could wield. None but h e could wield in fight— 7 
the Pelian afli ; Which Chiron gave, to his fire : Cut from 
the brows of Pelion : A deftruiftion to heroes in war. 

The hero commands Automedon, — to join the death- 
lefs fteeds to the car: Automedon, whom he honoured 
themoft, — next to Achilles, the breaker of armies. Faith- 
ful, in fight, was the chief, — to fuftain the afTault of the 
foe. The warrior obeyed the high command. He joined 
the fleet fteeds to the car : Xanthus and high bounding 
Balius : Both outftripping the blaft, in the race. Them 
to the weftern wind the Harpy Podarg^ bore : As fhe fed, 
on the grafly mead, near the wide-rolling waves of the 
main. To the outward harnefs, the hero joined — beau^- 
teous Pedafus, unmatched in the race. H i m, from the 
city of great Eetion, Achilles brought to facred Troy : 
And though of mortal breed he was, — ^the deathlefs cour- 
fers he equalled in fpeed. 

But Achillesi rufhing, tall through his troops, — ^rouzed' 
them all, o'er the tents, to their arms. They iflued forth, 
like devouring wolves, — in whofe breafts dwells refiftlefs 

force : 
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force : Who tear, on his own dark, hilla,— the branchy 
flag, as flain he lies. Drenched with blood arc their hor- 
rid jaws. At length, in crowds, they move to the fpring. 
They lap, with lolling tongues, the fbream : Bekhing 
clotty blood, as they drink amain. Fierce the fpirit, that 
burns in their breafts. Their bellies are diftended with 
food. Such were the diiefs of the Myrmidons : Such their 
leaders, bright in arms,— moved forward, with dauntlefs 
ibuls> — around the gallant friend of the fon of Peleus. 

In the midft flood the godlike Achilles : Urging" for- 
ward the martial fleeds, — ^and the deep rankB of his bright- 
fliieldcd men. Fifty were his hollow fliips, on the (bore : 
Which Achilles, beloved of Jove, — brought o'er ocean to 
facred Troy. In each fhip, fifty warriors came, — (killed 
all at the oar as in arms.. Five were their leaders in fight : 
Chiefs trufted, by their daring lord. H e himfelf was the 
jfirft in command, as the firft, in the bloody field. The 
leader of one troop was Meneftheus, — diflinguifhed by hi& 
various mail ; The fon of Sperchius divine y — ^a river flow- 
ing from father Jove. H i m the daughter of Peleus bore '. 
Polydora unequalled in form. She bcw^ him to un- 
wearied Sperchius : A woman, yielding her charms to a 
god* But he Was called the ion of Borus,— -who openly 
wedded the dame, — giving much nuptial gifts to her fire. 

The 
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The fecond fquadron is led to war, by Eudorus, refift- 

« 

lefs in fight : The fecret fruit of a maid I H i m the daugh- 
ter of Phylas bore : Polymela, renowned in the graceful 
dance. Her: the powerful Hermes beheld. His eyes 
wandered, in defire, o'er her charms ; As fhc moVed her 
beauteous limbs in the dance ; and anfwered her motions^ 
with fong. Peaceful Hermes beheld the maid, in the 
dance of the golden-fhafted Diana : Who delights in the 
noffe of the chafe. To the upper halls he follou^ed her 
fteps: And came, in fecret, on all her charms. She 
bore a Ion to the god : Eudorus, illuflrious in deeds : 
Renowned, for his fpeed in the race ; and greats in the 
flrife of arms. But when Ilithyia divine, who o'er births 
prefides, with her power, — had produced the young hero 
to light : When firfl he faw the beams of the fun : Th6 
ftrcngth of Adoiian Echecles, — brought the dame home 
to his halls : Giving rich nuptial gifts to her fire. Aged 
Phylas received the child : And reared him to manhood 
with care. Great was his love for the youth r Not greater 
had he fprung, from his loins. 

The third fquadron i& led to war ; hj Pifander, refifl- 
lefs in fight. The. fon of the godlike Maemalus : Who 
o'er his fellows rofc in fame : In fkill to launch the AtSL^y 
fytaxy — ^the next to the friend of the fon of Peleus. The 
fourth troop is conducted to war, — by Phoenix, aged 

breal&er 
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breaker of warlike fteeds : The fifth by the godlike Al* 
<nmedon, — ^the daring fon of La:erces. But when Achilles 
•had forrried — ^the deep ranks of his warlike troops, — ^be- 
hind their leaders, beaming forth in bright arms : He, 
thus, ifliied his ftern commands : 

* 

" Forget not. Myrmidons, to me — the threats, which 
ye poured in mine ears : Your threats, in thefe hollow 
ihips, againft the fons of lofty Troy : In the fafe feafon 
of the wrath of your lord. Me often ye, thus, have 
blamed : — " Hajd-hearted offspring of Peleus I Thee thy 
mother has nurfed with gall. Relentlefs ! who detain'ft, 
from the war, thy friends, unwilling, confined at thy 
fhips. Permit us, at leaft, to return, — to divide, with 
Dur keels, the dark main. Permit us to fail to our land : 
As rage, unceafing, has fallen on thy foul." — This, con- 
vened, you have frequently faid : Now, the huge work of 
fierce battle appears : The feafon, which you love, is ar- 
rived. Let each follow his own daring heart ; And turn 
on the Trojans, the war.*' 

He fpoke. , He awaked their flrength : And kindled 
yalour o'er all their fouls. More thickened became their 
lines : When they heard the awful voice of their king. 
As, when a man, well-fkilled in the art, forms with flones 
the lofty dome- Thick -compared afcends the wall : Proof 

againft 
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agaii^ the rage of the winds. So clofely-joined were their 
helms : Thdr bright fhields, with their hqffj orbs. Buck- 
ler its buckler Aipports^ helm its helm, and man his man. 
Crowded the horfe-hair crefts arife. The plumes mix as 
they wave in the winds : So thick ftand the warriors in 
arms. 

But before the reft, flood in arms, — -two heroes, un- 
matched in their force : Patroclus and warlike Autome- 
don, — shaving both but one mind, in their breafts. Tall 
they flood, in the front of the line. Great Achilles en- 
tered his tent. He opened wide a beauteous chefl : The 
high-wrought gift of the bright-moving Thetis. This he 
brought, o'er the ocean, to Troy, — with changes of gar- 
ments filled : With furs to repel the chill winds,— with 
carpets of various dyes. Within was a laboured bowl, — 
never touched by the lips of man : Never flained, with 
the dark-red wine. Nor yet in libations ufed to the gods : 
To none, but to father Jove. This, from the coffer, he 
took. He purged it with fulphur, with care. In clear 
water, he then wafhed the bowl. He cleanfed his hands : 
And drew the dark wine. In the facred circle he flood : 
Steadfaft, eying the broad face of the fky. He poured 
the libation, with prayer : Not unfeen, by the thunder- 
delighted Jove : 

Vol. IL S . . "^ Jove! 
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" Jove I Awful king of Dodona I Pclafgic, O far- 
dwelling Jove I O thou that prefideft on high I Involved 
in winter, on the tops of Dodona I Where the Selli, thy 
priefts, dwell around : With feet unwafhed and ftretchedi 
on the earth ! Heretofore thou haft heard my prayer; 
Thou haft opened thine ears to my voice. Me, thou haft 
honoured, o*er all : And covered the Argives,^ with wo. 
Again hear, O Jove, my requeft. Grant, again, (licceis- 
to my vows. Here, in my fhips, I remain : But my friend 
I {end forth to war. To battlie I fend him, forth : Amid 
many warriors in arms. With him, fend viflory fortfr : 
O ruler of tempefts, Jove I Confirm his ftout heart, iii 
his breaft : That daring Heiftor hiinfelf may know, — ^whe- 
ther, my much-loved friend — can urge the fierce battlier, 
alone : Or whether, rage his invincible hands, then only-, 
when I rufli to the field — and roll, before me, the tumults 
of Mars. Grant, after he turns from the ffiips,— the 
dreadful ftrife arid the clamours of fight, — ^that to me he 
lafe may return, — ^to my hollow fhips, on the fhore : Th^: 
the chief may return, in all his arms : With his clofer- 
fighting friends of the war." 

Thus praying, the hero fpoke. Jove heard him, on 
Ida of Streams. The father granted half his requeft : But 
half he gave to the winds. He gave him the war to 

rejpel: 
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repel : To turn battle from the fliips of the Argives. 
But his fafe return he denied : From the bloody hands of 
the foe. When, thus, he had poured out the wine : And 
addrefled his fervent prayers to Jove : His tent he entered, 
with fpeed : And, in the coffer replaced the bowl. IfTu- 
ing forth, he flood again at his fhip : Still he much wifhed, 
in his foul, — to view the dreadful battle, that rolled, be- 
tween the Trojan and Argive powers. 

J^iGHT forward moved the troops, in their arms : With 
Patrpclus undaunted in foul. Clofe-compafted^ in order, 
they moved : And rufhed, with mighty force, on the foe. 
As pours along a fwarm of wafps : Whom, dwelling by 
the fide of the way — boys provoke, in their playful mood. 
Ceafelefs, in their folly, they vex — ^the buzzing tribe, in 
their dome, near the road : And urge the flate with one 
common ill. These fhould the traveller touch, — ^as, un- 
confcious, he moves through the way : Forth they iflue, 
with dauntlefs hearts ; and, humming loud, around his 
ears, — defend their young, on the wing. 

So loud and fierce ifliied forth— the warlike troops of 
the fon of Peleus. Eager, from their vefTels, they moved. 
Wild clamour refounds, o*er the fhore. Patroclus raifed 
his manly voice : And, thus, urged his friends to the fight : 
** O Myrmidons, dauntlefs in war ! Gallant friends of the 

S 2 great 
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great fon of Peleus ! Shew yourfelvcs zncn^ O warriors I 
Recal the wonted force of your fouls. Let us honour the 
mighty Achilles v Who, by far, is the braveft of Greeks — 
and o'er the braveft extends his command. Let the £oix df 
Atrcus his error perceive : Let all-commanding Agamem- 
non repent, — that he has not honoured in aught, — ths: 
fir ft of the Argives in arms." 

H E fpoke. He awaked their ftxength : And kindled 
valour o'er all their fouls. Deep-formed, they ruftied oa 
the foe. Dreadful ecchoed the navy around: As the 
Argives fhouted, with joy. But the Trojans, when' 
they faw, ruftiing on,-7-the gallant fon of the great 
Mensetius : Him and his partner, in war, — beaming; 
bright, in their dazzling arms. The fouls of all, with 
a panic, were ftruck. The battle inclined, o'er their 
lines. They deemed, that the fwift fon of Peleus — had 
thrown from his foul, his wrath : That to favour the 
king had returned. Wildly flaring, they turn their eyes.. 
Each fearches for a quarter, for ilight. 

Then firft Patroclus divine — ^threw his bright lance 
through the air. In the midft of the foe it fell : Where 
amain raged the tumult of arms : Near the ftern df thf 
beauteous fhip,— which bore the great Protefilaus to 
Troy. He ftruck the valiant Persechmes: The leader 

of 
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of the car-borne Peon^s. From Amydon, he came tor 
the war : From the wide-flowing flrcams of Axiiis* His 
right flioulder received the lance. Supine, in the duft he 
fell. Deep-fighing, departed his foul. His friends left 
the chief, in his blood ; His Peon^s urged, headlong, 
their flight. Patroclus waked panic around : By flaying 
their leader in fight : The fijfl: in battle as the firft in. 
command.. 

He drove, from the navy, the foe : And extinguifhecf 
the raging flame. Half-burnt the fliip is left, on the 
fand. To flight there the Trojans are turned. With, 
dreadful tumult they fcour away. The Argives pour 
wide from their fliips. Loud clamour afcends the fky. 
As,, when from the lofty top of a mountain, — that rears 
its dark head to the fkies, — great Jove difpels, with his 
bolt, — the thick cloud, that had fettled on high. Bright 
rife all the rocks to the fight. The broken tops of the 
hills appear. The forefts wave their heads, in the light. 
Clear opens wide heaven to the view.. Thus the Ar- 
gives, diftind, appeared : When the flame they repelled 
from the fliips, — and rolled the hofl:ile fmoke away. A 
fliort fpace,. they all breathed, from their toils. Nor 
yet ceafed wholly the fight. Nor yet, o'er the length of 
their line,. — the foes turned their back, on the fliips : 

Before 
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Before the rufhing force of the warlike Argives. Some 
refifted the turning war: And, unwillingly, quitted 
the {hips. 

Dispersed is the battle amain. Each leader a leader 
flays ; And man purfues man, with his fpear. Firft the 
gallant fon of the great Menaetius, — threw his fharp- 
pointed lance, bearing death. In the thigh he ftruck 
Areilycus, juft as he turned from the fight. Through 
and through pafled the eager fteel : And broke the bone, 
in its rapid courfe. Prone, he fell, in death, on the 
ground. The warlike Menelaus flew Thoas. On his 
bare breaft, fell the lance, near his fliield. His limbs 
are unbraced in death. The fon of Phyleus beheld valiant 
Amphiclus ; as, forward, he ruflied in the fight : He 
ftruck him, in the leg, with the fpear : Where thickeft 
fwells the calf to the eye. The finews were cut by the 
fteel. Dreadful darknefs arofe, on his eyes. 

Nor idle were the two fons of Neftor. Antilochus 
Atymnius flew. Through the nether belly the fpear,-— 
urged forward its brazen point. He fell, in death, at the 
feet of his foe. Maris, for his brother enraged, — hand to 
hand, on Antilochus ruflied. Eager, he fl:ood before the 
corfe. But the godlike Thrafymedes in arms, — ^prevented 
Jiis falling blow. Nor ftrayed the lance, from the mark. 

Through 
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Through the joint of the fhoulder it pafled. The bonte 
k broken : The mufcles divided in twain* Refoundin^ 
he fell to the earth. Dreadfnl darknefs o*erfliadowed his 
eyes. Thus two brothers by two brothers, were ilain. 
Thus they funk to the regions of death ; - The valiant 
friends of the great Sarpedon : The fpear-launching fons 
of Amifodiarus. He, who bred the dreadful Chimaera : 
The deftrudtion of many men.. 

AjAX, the fon of Oileus, feized Cleobulus alive. He 
ieized him, when ftopt by the crowd. Soon, his ftrength- 
is unbraced, in death. He ftruck his neck, with his large- 
kilted fword. The whole blade is rendered warm, with 
the blood. Difmal fate inwraps the warrior in fhades t 
And purple death afcends, on his eyes.— Peneleus an4 
Lycon- meet in- fight. Their fpears fly wide of their aim* 
Both, in- vain, urge the. lance, through the wind.. They 
elofe, with their fwords, in the ftrife. Lycon ftruck th^ 
horfe-hair creft of his foe. Near the hilt broke the faith-- 
lefs fword. But Peneleus ftruck the neck of the chief* 
Wholly, the fword is immerfed. The fkin only uncut re-^ 
mains. By it,, hung the head of thellain: While his 
limbs are unbraced, in- his blood. 

Meriones, purfuing with fpeed, — ftruck Acamas, af- 

cending. his car. Through his fhoulder, ruftied forward 

th£- 
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the lance. Refbunding, he fell back, from the car : And 
dreadful darknefs is poured, on his eyes. Idomeneus 
brave Erymas flew. In his mouth, he received the keen 
fteel. Behind his head appeared the red lance. Beneath 
the brain, it divided the bone. His teeth, from their 
fockets are ftruck. Both his eyes are filled vt^ith his 
blood. Through his mouth, through his noftrils amain, — 
he pours out the black gore, With his foul. The dark 
cloud of death arofe: And covered the warrior, from 
light. — Thus the chiefs of the warlike Argives— -flew 
each his man, in the fight. 

As when wolves, with refiflilefs force, — rufli forward on 
bleating lambs : Or, deftroying, aflail the kids : When 
the flocks are difperfed o'er the hills : Left, at large, by 
the foolifli fwain. The favagc troop behold them with 
joy : And tear the timid prey, as it flies. Thus the Greeks, 
with refiftlefs force— ruflied forward on flying Troy. The 
foe remembers iwthing but flight. His wonted valour is 
forgot, o'er his foul. Great Ajax wiflied much, with 
his fpear, — to ftrike Hedor bright-flieathed in his fteel. 
The chief, in his knowledge of fight, — his broad flioul- 
ders hid, with his fliield. He marked the whittling courfe 
of the fliafts, — the well-known found of the rufliing fpears. 
He faw the changed fcale of the fight : The vidory in- 

3 clined 



J 



Book XVI. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 137 

clined to the foe- He ftopt his retreat, at times,'— and 
faved his loved fri^ids, with his fpear. 

As when, from the tops of Olympus, a duiky cloud is 
rolled on the heavens : When Jove pours his fhowery 
'ftorms — o'er the blue face of the fky. So dark is their 
flight from the fhips- So loud is their tumult and noife. 
Nor without dreadful flaughter, they palled — the levelled 
wall and the trench profound. His fleet fteeds bore Hec- 
tor away. Unwilling he retreated, in all his arms. He 
deferted the people of Troy : Whom he had led o'er the 
trench. Many fwift fteeds, in the fofs profound, — draw- 
ing forward, in flight the cars, broke fliort the beam, at 
its root; and left the chariots of kings behind. Patroclus 
purfued amain. Loud rofe his urging voice to the Greeks : 
Brewing evil to Troy in his foul. With clamour, with 
loud tumult, they fled : And filled all the ways, as they 
flew. The duft involved, in darknefs their flight : And 
rofe, in clouds to the fky : For fwift, ruflied the courfcrs 
to Troy ; from the tents and the navy of Argos. 

Patroclus urged forward his fteeds, — where thickeft 
fled the foe o*er the field. Threatening fwelled the 
dreadful voice of the chief. Beneath their axles, the he- 
roes fell. Prone they lay, on earth, prefl^d by wheels. 
The crafliing cars are o'erturned, as they fly. From 

Vol. II. T bank 
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bank to bank of the trench, — Abound at once the immortal 
fteeds : The courfers of the mighty Pfelens : The iplendid 
gift of the gods : Eager to urge all their fpeed. His foul 
rouzed the hero, on Hedor.. He wiihed to ftrike the 
chief, with his fpear. But his courfers bore h i m away.. 

As when beneath the rain-laden winds, the whole world 
is wrapt, in thick gloom : When, in the feafon of Au- 
tumn, ]cyvcy flirowded in impetuous fhowersj^— defcends, 
in his rage, on earth, — and pours his dreadful wrath ott 
mankind : When the laws are pervetted by forcie : When 
quftice is expelled, from her feat. When judges tinjuftly 
decide, — ^regardlefs of the vengeance of heaven. The -ri- 
vers fwell, beyond their fixed bounds : And (pread the 
dark deluge amain : The torrents bear away, on their 
courfe, the falling fides of the ecchoing hills. Red-ru{h« 
ing from die founding mountains, — the ftream roars wide 
to the main : And o'er the world are levelled the works of 
men. 

% 

So impetuous, fo noify, fo dark, — the flight of Troy 
is poured amain. The fleeds groan, as they rulh along.. 
The whole field is tumult and noife. But Patroclus, hav- 
ing broken the Trojans, — and turned their foremoft in 
the battle, to fl^ight : Drove back his eager fteeds toward, 
the fliips. Nor, thotigh bent on their flight, were the 

I foes,^-«— 
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foes,— he permits them to afcend to the town. Between 
the navy, the river and wall — he hemme4 them in^ with 
furious force. Wildly flew many deaths from his hand. 
He cxaded of many revenge. 

First the hero ftruck, there, warlike Pronous. On 
the breail, ne^ the J(hield, fell the fpear. The bright 
point entered amain. Hi^s limbs a^e uhbraced in death : 
And refounding he falls to the earth. The chief, then, 
bounded, on Theftor : The haplefs ipn of warlike Enops. 
Cowring, he fat in his polifhed car. A panic had feized 
his foul : And the reins £owed away from his hands. 
Standing near him, he fbri^ck his r^ght jaw. Crashing, 
paiTed the lance, through his teeth. Raifed aloft, on the 
point of his fpeaf, — ^the hpro drew the ilain) from his car, 
As a man, fitting bent o'er the main, on the point of 
the wave-wafhed rock,— draws a facred fifli from the deep, 
with his line and his fplendid fteel. Thus he drew the 
gafping chief: On the point of his burniflied fpear. He 
fhook him off.> On his face he fell. In his fall, his foul 
flew away. He flruck, with a flone, Eryalus : As the 
warrior rufhed forward, in fight. On his head fell the 
dreadful weight. He fplit the whole fkuU in twain: 
Within the ftrong bounds of the helm. Prone, the war- 
rior fell to the earth. Deftrudive death involved him, 
around. The hero flew the warlike Erymas : Ampho- 

T 2 terus, 
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terus, the valiant Epaltes. Tlepolemus the fbn of Djh 
maftor, — Echius fell by his hand. Pyres he gave to death. 
Ipheas and Evippus he flew : With Polymelws, the ftout 
fon of Argeas. All thefe he laid dead, in their blood*.. 
Heaps on heaps, they crowded the ground. . 

When the great Sarpedon beheld-— his unarnaed frieiods^ 
laid low in death : Subdued by the mighty hands— of the. 
godlike fon of Menaetius r He raifed his urging voice in the 
-fight : And, thus, chided hiis Lycians divine.—". What 
difgrace has invaded the Lycians ! Whither fly the re- 
nowned in arms ? Now, at lead, your valour fhew. I 
will meet this warrior in fight : That I at length may learn- 
the caufc, — -why he thus prevails, in the ftrife. MSioy 
woes has he laid on the Trojans. Many ftout limbs has 
the hero unbraced in deadi.** 

He fpoke, and bounded to earth, from his car, — ^in 
the harfh found of all his arms. Patroclus, on the other 
fide, — ^beheld the king, and leaped, from his car. As 
two vultures, on a high-towering rock — ^with clenching 
talons and crooked beaks, — {creaming aloud engage in 
fight : So the heroes, with clamour advanced : Kuihing 
forward, on each other, in arms. Jove beheld thm^ 
from his place. The race of Saturn pitied his fon. Ili« 

words 
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-woida the god addrefied to Juno : His iawftil fifter and 
&oufe beloved : 

" Ah me I That the godlike Sarpedon, — whom mod 
I love of mortal men, — ^is deftined by the fates to fait : 
Bbneath the hands of the fbn- of Menaetius 1 In doubtful 
fufpence hangs my mind : My foul changes^ from fide to 
fide. Whether I fliall fave his life, — and remove, him afar, 
fi-om the war. Whether I fhall remove him to. Lycia : 
To the rich bounds of his peopled land : Or here fubdue 
him in fight, beneath the fpear of the fon of Menaetius.." 

The white-armed Juno replied, — rolling her large. eyes 
on the god.: ** Unjuft fon of Saturn J What words have 
efcaped, from thy lips ? Would'ft thou fave a mortal 
man,, — long deftined to dfeath, by the fates? Would'ft 
thou again preferve his life, — from the difinal ftiade of 
invading death ? Do. But we, the other gods, will 
never aiTent to the deed*. Another thing I will tell to 
Jove : And let him liay it up in his foul. Should'ft thou 
pseferve Sarpedon : And bear him,, afar, to his own high 
halls : No god will, hereafter, neglect — ^to bear hi&; 
own loved fon, from the field : And many are the fons of 
tlie gods, — that fight round the noble city of Priam ! Many/ 
the. ions of the immortals,;; — who are deftined. to fall, on 

thefej 
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diefe fields \ Throw not bitter wrath, in the f<»ils of the 
■deathlefs powers.'* 

** But if his r<» is bdoved by Jove : If thou pitieil 
his ifall from thy heart : Permit him to fall with renown, 
-—m the midft of the difmal fight: To be fubdued, 
beneath the hands — of Patroclus the fon of Mcnetius. 
But when his gallant life is loft : When his ibul takes 
wing, on the winds : Command dark Death and pleafis^ 
Sieep*— 4:o bear his body away : To the wide domains c( 
Lycia, — to his mournful people afar. There 1^ his 
brothers, his friends beloved — the hero*s obfequies per- 
form. Let them rear aloft a high tomb to his fame : 
Thefe the honours, which belong to the deadi*' 

She ipoke : Nor diflented, in ayght, — the great father 
of gods and of men. He fliowered down bloody drops^ 
on the earth. He, thus, honoured his fon beloved : 
Who was, now, to fall by Patroclus, — on the fertile 
fields of Troy : Diftant far, from his native land. 

When, now, the dreadful warriors approached : Rufli- 
ing forward to mutual wounds : Patroclus flew the 
brave Thrafymelus : The faithful friend of Sarpedon 
renowned. In the nether belly, he ftruck the chief. 
His limbs are unbraced in death. Sarpedon urged, next, 

his 
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. tiis long. {pear. Fr^n the hero ftrayed the bright pcmt* 
But he wounded the mortal fteed : Pedafus renowned in 
the race. On his right fhoulder, the javeUn fell. 
Groaningy, he breathed forth his foul. He, tumbling, 
hyy large, in the duft. The fteeds fl^ed, as he rolledr 
by their .£bde. The yoke is fw^d and the reins are 
mixed : As the outward horfe lay extended, on earth.^ 
But Automedon, renowned at the ipear, — ^put an end to 
die mtj(chief,; with ipeed.^ He drew his fword, from his 
manly thigh : And cnt the traces of the fteed that lay^ 
£tiain. Nor ilothful was the chief in his place. Tlfjt 
Seeds ftood^ compofed^ in the car : And fubmitt^. 
themlelves to the reins. 

X 

B u T the heroes, a^iin, urged the fight: Unabating 
in their rage, they advanced. Sairpedon ftrayed wide 
from his foe. His fhining lance flew, guiltlefs, through 
air. The bright point, o-er his left flioulder pa{{ed : 
Nor ftajned its fteel, with the hero's blood. Then Pgtro- 
dus, tfie lafl, urged his fteel : Nor ms dart flew, in; 
Rain, from his hand. He (buck the Mf)g> on hism^nly 
breaft : Where the fibres involved the ftrong hearts tic 
fell, like {ome ftately oak,— or poplar or Ipfty pine : 
Which the woodmen cut down, on -tlie hilJs ;-^— to fojan- 
the dark fhip, for the main. Thus, the hero, before his 

car. 
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car, — ^lay, large, and ftretclied forth, on the ground. 
He gnafked his teeth, as he fell : A^id grafpt the bloody 
diift, in his hand. As when a lion comes, in /age, on 
•the herd : And flays a tawny bull, as he roars. Thougfi 
ftout in heart, and large in flze : He dies, ^oanii^, 
t)eneath his huge jaws. 

Thus, flain by the Jpear of Patroclus, — lay the leader 
of the Lycians in arms. He groaned, from his indignant 
foul ; and called his loved friend, by his name : " O 
Glaucus, O mofl beloved i O warrior among warriors 
renowned I Now, it behoves thee to fight : To urge 
the battle, with daring hand. Now, muft the war be 
thy care : If thy heart is undaunted in war. Urge, 
Glaucus, my people to fight. Urge the leaders of the 
Lycians in arms. Move-^fend thy voice — ^through their 
lines. O bid them, for Sarpedon to fight! Nor only 
bid, but ad, O friend ! Stretch o'er me thy gleaming 
Iteel. To thee, hereafter, fliall I be a difgrace : A dire 
reproach, to my friend beloved. Shame fliall cover all 
thy days : Should the Argives poflefs mine arms. Should 
they ftrip me, thus flain, in the fight : Before the hollow 
fliips, in my blood. Boldly urge the dreadRil fight. 
Rouze all my people to arms.** 

Thus 
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Thus as he groaning fpoke, — ^fliadowy death afofe, on 
his eyes. The foe placed his foot, oil his brfeaft. He 
withdrew, from his body, the fpear. The bloody fibres 
followed the point. With the lance ifliied forth his grieat 
foul. The Myrmidons detained his fteeds : As they fnorted 
and wiflied to fly ; — shaving left the bright car of their 
lord. Heavy grief covered Glaucus, with night : When, 
he heard the latter words of his friend. His foul is 
moved, within the chief: As no aid he could bring to 
the flain. With his hand, he ftill fujpported his wounded 
arm. Dreadful pain ftill fhot, through the wound : The 
wound, which Teucer made, with his fliaft : When the 
warrior ftood, high, on the wall : Turning evil away 
from his friends. In prayer flood the godlike Glauciis,— 
to great Apollo, who flioots from afar : 

" Hear me, O king !" he faid : ** Whether in hy- 
cia*s wealthy ftate ; or, in &cred Troy, thou refid'ft.?'-* 
Eveiy where thou the haplefs can'ft hear : The man op- 
prefled, ^yith, grief like mine : Whofe foul is o'erfliadowed^ 
with wo ! Grievous is the wound which I bear. Ceafe^ 
lefs flows the clotty bfood. Pains dart ftill through mine 
arm. My flioulder it fatigues, with its weight. Nor can 
I firmly grafp the fpear : Nor engage, in fight, v^dth the 
foe. The braveft of my friends is flain : Sarpedon, the 
fon of Jove. Nor aids the god his own great race. But 

Vol. II. U THOU, 



14^ THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XVI. 

THOU, grants O king, my requdL Heal,, god of heal- 
ing arts, my wound. Lull my pains. Give me fbength,. 

Phcebus \ That I may rouze the warlike Lycians t That 

1 mylelf may laimch the (jpcar s And urge the £^ht, £at 
the corfe of my friend.'* 

Thus praying, the hero fpoke, Apc4Io heard his {lip^ 
pliant voice. Straight he (ettled the bitter pain. He 
dried the clotty blood, from the wound : And poured 
ftrengthy on his warlike foul. Glaucus perceived the 
hand of the god. He rejoiced o*er his glowing mind r 
That,, fa foo% the mighty power had liftened to the voice 
of his prayer. He flraight rouzed, to the fight, the Ly- 
cian leaders <>€t all their line* Furious he rufhed^ through 
the ranks. He bade them to contend, (as the might)r 
Sarpedcm. Then, moving forward,, with mighty flrides,; 
he calkd the Trojans to defend his friend. He called the 
godlike Folydamaii. He called Agenor divine. He rufhed 
to the dauntlefs iEneas: To Hedor cloathed in mail.. 
Hear them the hero Aood, and^ thus,, with wingedl 
words began : 

" O Hector ! Thou negle£tefl thy friends r Thine 
allies comn^nd not -ought of thy care.. Thoie that lofe. 
their lives for thy fake : Far from their people and native 
land. Bitt thou refuiefl' to tum, fxom. their fide,-— the 

3. cvihj, 
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eviis, which hover around. Now \iti the great 3arpe«> 
don ! The leader of the il^eldied Lyciatis i Who prote^lied 
his people with juftice : Who defended) with valour^, his 
land. Him has brazen Mars fubdued beneath the hands 
of the great Patroclus. But, O approach, my gallant 
friends. Throw refentmcnt, throw rage, in your fouls. 
Prevent them from feizing his arms : Prevent them from 
diflionouring the dead. The Myrmidons the flain wilL 
diigrace : Enraged for the Argivcs, who fell : Who lunk, 
in blood, beneath our i^ears, at the fhips," 

■ r » 

Hb ipoke. The Trojans ore invaded by grief : Not te 
yield, yet not to be borne. The pillar of their city ns 
was I Though born^ in a foreign laiid. Many and brave 
were the hero's troops : But h b himfelf was the braveft 
of all. Right forward, theyrufhed, on the foe. HedtoT) 
enraged (or Sarpedon,— -led, in wrath, the fierce attack. 
But the ftout heart of Patroclus, thus urged the warlike 
Argives to arms. He, firft, fpoke to the great Ajaces t 
Already prompt in their fouls to fight. ** O Ajaces T' he 
iaid. " Now, place the fight in your fouls. Stand forth 
to repel die foe. Be what, in war, you have been : Even 
«dd to your former fame. The man lies fiain, in hiar 
blood, who firft fcaled the wall of the Argives. Sarpe- 
don, now, lies, in death. But now let us diigrace the 

U 2 ilain: 
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Hain : By dripping his corfe of his arms : And, O that), 
nqth fleely we ^ould lay fome gallant friend of the chief,^^ 
on earth/* 

He rouzed them, thus, already prompt. The firm 
ranks are formed, on either fide : The . Trojans and the 
Lycian powers: The Myrmidons and warlike Argivesi. 
Fierce, they met,, in £ght, o*er the dead. Dreadful cla- 
mour afcended the wind. Battered arms (bund harfhly on; 
the bodies of men. Jove fpread deflnu^ve night, o'er the 
war : To add horror to the difmal flrife, for the corfe o£ 
his. own loved fon. Firfl, the Trojans pufhed, frcan their- 
place, the black-eyed Argives, with their arms. A wjus 
rior is flruck, in the front of the fight : Not the leafl re- 
nowned of the friends of the fon of Peleus : The fon of 
the great . Agacleus, Epigeus. the divine. In high-built 
^udium, once, he. reigned. But his valiant kinfinan he 
flew: And came, a fuppliant to Peleus,— to- the brightly- 
moving Thetis. They fent him to Iliuin of warlike 
fleeds: With Achilles, the breaker of armies,, to turn, on 
the Trojans, the £ght. Him, as he touched the corfcj 
:with his hand, — ^the illuflrious He<St0r flew. He flruck 
his head, with a flying flone. The fkuU is fplit in twain j 
within the bounds of the folid helm. Prone he fell, on 
the corfe. Deflrudive death involved, him around. 

Griek 
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Grief arofe, for his. faHen friend, on the foul of the 
great Patroclus, He ruKhed through the front of the 
fight : Like a hawk, on his founding wings ; who pur- 
fues choughs or ftarlings, ^ they fly on the winds. Thus 
THOU, on the ranks of the Lycians, Patroclus, ruler of 
deeds \ Thus, on the Trojans, thou rufhed'fl : En- 
raged, in thy foulj. for thy friend. The chief flruck the 
brave Sthenelaus, the loved fon of Ithaemeneus. On his 
neck fell the flying rock. The finews are broken. He 
funk. The foremoft of the foe gave way. Uluflrious 
Heftorj. himfelf,. retired. Far as flies the beamy lance,, 
from the able hand of a valiant man : When he ftrain& 
his whole force, in the lifts : Or in battle engaged with 
the foe. So far the Trojans retired : And gave ground 
to the warlike Argives* 

But Glaucus turned his fteps the firft : The leader of 
the Lycians, in arms. He flew the great Bathyclaeus : 
The fon beloved of mighty Chalcon. The warrior dwelt 
in beauteous Hellas. The wealthieft of the Myrmidon 
chiefs. Him Glaucus, fuddenly turning round, ftruck, 
in the breafll, with his {pear : As, eager, he purfued his 
fteps. Rdfounding, he fell to the earth. Dreadful for- 
low arofe on the Argives : For the fall of fo valiant a 
chief. But the Trojans rejoiced,, o'er their lines. They 

crowded 



150 THE. ItlAD OF HOMBR* Book XVI. 

crowded in arms, around the. fluin. Nor the Arg^vcs 
their valour forgot. Right forward, they poured all. theur 
ftrwgtk . , 

Then Meriones flew a warrior to Troy : Gallant, in 
the front of her liiie : Laogonus, the daring fon of One- 
tor, — ^the priefl of Idaean Jove : Honoured, like a god, 
by the hoft. H i m he ftruck, beneath the jaw near the 
ear. Straight, his foul forfook his limbs : And dreadful 
darknefs invc^ved him around. But JEncas launched p^. 
Meriones, his bright-pointed lance, through the air. He 
hoped, as he moved behind his broad fhield, — to pierce 
the hero, in difmal fight. But h e beheld the gleaming 
death : And mimned it as it came. Forward he (loopt, 
as rufhed the lance« Behind his back it ftands Axed in 
the ground : And o'er his fhoulder vibrates the ftalE 
The forceful ftecl of the chief loft its rage : As deep in 
earth lay buried the point. Trembling at iirft, it fettled, 
at length : For, in vain, it had rufhed from his hand. 

JEneas, enraged in his foul, thus began, to his gallant 
foe. " Though, Meriones, thou feem'ft fkilled in the 
dance : Soon my fpear would have fettled thy adive 
bounds : Had its point found its way to thy breaft." 
To HIM, Meriones, famed at the fpear : *f ^neas, 
hard for thee the tafk, though brave tliou art, in the 

fight': 
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fight : To cxtinguiih the ftrength of all ;«— 'who, againft 
thee,, ihall advance in the field. Thou, thyfelf, al-t a 
mortal born^ Should aty. ipear fiiKi its way to • t h t 
breafi : Though valiant .thou mrt and <;onfiding^ in the 
force of thy hands r Yet to Mt thou would'ft ^vc 
renown, — but thy foul to the (hades below J** 

He ^ke. But the fbn of Menoetius, thus chided the 
warrior, alotid t *< O Merk>nes I why vaunteft thou, 
thus I Though valiant is thy hand' ih. the fight T The 
Trojans, O my gallant friend, will not, with reproach- 
ful words, be driven frodfi the ccH-fe o( the (kin. TusM 
the (pear can Only drive t The fall of theif bravte^, ia 
duft. The h^id muft decide in war. In council let 
^otd6 prevail. But,, now,, ta ipeak becomes us le&^ 
than to fight/' 

Thus faying, he ^ode in his might. The godlike 
WBir'ior followed his ileps» As heard afar is the found of 
woodmen, felling the foreft amain : On the lofty tops 
of the ecchoing hills. So fpread the horrid crafhings of 
war, — o'er all the wide-refounding plain : The found of 
fteel, of battered fhiclds, — ftruck with fwords,— pierced, 
with fpears, from each fide. The whole field is one 
tumult — one noife. ' Death darkly bounds, from line ta 
line Nor could the fkilful eye of a mart,— diftinguifli 

now^ 
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now the noble Sarpedon. With darts, with blood, 
with duft o'erfpread — ^from head to foot the hero lay.* 
Ceafel^s, crowd round • him the foe : As -flies, in the 
(hepherd's abode, — buz around the foaming pails : In 
the warm feafon of fpring, when the milk all the veflels 
o*erflows. 

Thus crowded the murmuring foes, round the flain. 
Nor Jove, from the difmal fight, — turned, once, the 
radiant orbs of his eyes. Right on both.lookcd the awfiii 
god. In lufpence hung hi$ heavenly foul. Much he 
thought, on the fall of Patroclus. Anxious, he weighed 
in his mind : Whether, this inftant, in difmal fight,—- 
great He<3:or fliould lay him flain, on the corfe . of Sar- 
pedon divine : And defpoil him of all his bright arms : 
Or- ftill, to fwell the deathful toil : To fend many to the 
regions of death. Whilft, thus, he revolved in his 
thoughts : At length it feemed beft to his foul ; that the 
^^lant friend of the great fon of Peleus — ^(hould drive the 
Trojans and Hedor cloathed with mail — ^back to their 
own lofty town : And give many fouls to the wind. 



The god, for the firft time, filled the breaft — of 
Hector divine, with difmay. He afcended his car, in 
his flight. He exhorted the Trojans to fly. He per- 
ceived the facred fc^es of Jove. Nor even the gallant 
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Book XVI. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 153 

Lycians fuftained, now, the fight« All turned their 
backs to the foe. Their king they faw, pierced, through 
the heart : Lying beneath the heaps of the flain. Many 
had fallen, on his corfe : When Jove rouzed deftrud:ive 
battle around. They ftrip of his arms great Sarpedon : 
His brazen, his bright-beaming arms. The gallant fon 
of Menaetius, — gave the fplendid fpoils to his friends : 
To be borne to the navy of Argos. 

Then to Apollo Ipoke — the high ruler of tempefts, 
Jove. ^^ Atife, now, O Phoebus beloved ! Bear Sar- 
pedon, from the heaps of the flain. Bear, far from the 
field, the chief. Wafli his corfe, in the river's flream : 
Cleanfe, from gore, all his form divine. Anoint with 
Ambrofia the chief. Cloath him, in immortal robes. 
Give him to be borne away : By the twin-brothers dark 
Death and pleafing Sleep. Swift are the bearers, who fliall 
have the hero in charge. They, quickly, fliall place 
him afar : In the wide dominions of Lycia, — in the midft 
of his opulent ftate. There fliall his brothers, his friends 
beloved — the hero's obfequies perform. They fliall rear a 
high tomb to his fame. Thefe the honours, which belong 
to the dead !" 

He fpoke : Nor inobedient was Phoebus, — to tlie 

voite of his awful Sire. He defcended, from the moun- 
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tains of Ida ; to the fierce battle at iacred Troy. He bore 
Sarpedon, from the heaps of the flain : He bore him, afar 
from the field : And wafhed his corfe, in the river's 
ftream. He anointed, with Ambrpfia, the chief. He 
cloathed him in immortal robes : And gave him to be 
borne away,— 7-by the twin -brothers — dark Death and; 
pleafing Sleep. The fwift bearers bore him away. They 
quickly placed him, afar : In the wide dominions of 
Lycia, — in the midft of his own wealthy {late. 

Patroclus, urging his deathlefs deeds: Urging; 
Automedon to arms : Purfued the Lycians and Trojans. 
Ill-fated chief! Thou purfueft thy death. Had he 
placed, in his thoughts, the words, — ^the high commands 
of the fon of Pcleus : Safe would have been his return. 
The goal of fate he might avoid. But more powerfiil 
is the will of great Jove: Tha.n the feeble counfels of 
men. He turns the valiant to flight. He tears vi<5lory, 
from the hands of the brave : Though he, himfelf, may 
have urged him to fight. Now, he urged, to the fight, 
Patroclus. He kindled battle, o'er all his foul. 

Who firft, O warrior divine I Who, Patroclus, fell 
laft, by thy fpear ? When the gods called thee forward 
to death ? Firft, he flew Adreftus : Then Autonous 
and gallant Echeclus. Perimus fell by his fpear : EpiftcMr 

I and 
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and brave Melanippus. Elafiis he alfo flew : Mulius and 
godlike Pylartes. Thefe he transfixed, as they fled : 
Their whole army is poured, o cr the plain. Then had 
the fons of the Argives — taken Troy with lofty gates ; 
Beneath the hands of the great Patroclus. Above mea- 
fure, raged the chief, with his fpear. But Phoebus 
flood, in the lofty tower. The god aided high Troy, and 
entertained in his heavenly foul, — dreadful mifchief to the 
fon of Menaetkis. 

Thrice he ftrove to afcend the wall. Thrice Apollo 
threw him back, to the ground, ftriking his bright 
fliield, with his deathlefs hand. But when he made 
his fourth attempt, — rufliing forward, with the force of 
a god : Dreadful rofe the threatening voice of Apollo : 
The long-haired king, who flioots from afar. " Retire, 
O Patroclus divine I The fates permit not, — that by thy 
bright fpear, — ^fliould fall the city of facred Troy. No. 
Nor beneath the great Achilles : Who far excels thee, 
in valour and force." 

He fpoke : And Patroclus retired. He avoided the 
wrath of Apollo, who flioots from afar. But Heftor, 
in the Scacan gate, ftill flayed his high-bounding fteeds. 
In doubtful fufpence, hung his foul : Whether to drive 
his courfers to fight : Or to conunand, with awful 

X 2 voice. 
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yoke, his troops to defend the wall. While, thus 
debated the thoughts of his foul : Great Apollo flood,, 
by his fide. The god afTumed the fofm of Afius. At 
once a youth and a hero in fight : The uncle of car- 
borne Hedlor ; the fon of Dymas and brother of Hecuba. 
In Phrygia the warrior had dwelt : Near the flreams of 
the roaring Sangarius. AfTuming the form of the youths 
— Phoebus Apollo began : " Hedtor I Why retirefl 
thou, from fight ? It ill becomes thee, O hero, to fly. 
Would, that as much, as I yield to Hedlor, — I now 
excelled the chief in arms I Then, to evil, as well as 
to fhame ; thou, now, had'fl retreated from war. Arife. 
Urge thy fleeds, on Fatroclus. Redeem thy renown^ 
with his death. He perhaps may fall by thy fpear.. 
Great Apollo may give thee fame." 

Thus faying, the god retired — ^and mixed with the toils 
of men. lUiiftrious He<ftor commands — brave Cebriones 
to war. He bade him to urge the fwift fteeds : To drive 
right, on the foe, the car. Apollo entered the line, of the 
foe. He rouzed deftruAive panic, among the Argives. 
He gave glory to Hedor and Troy. Hedor left the reft 
of the Greeks. He flew them not, with his deadly fpear. 
Right, on the warlike Patroclus, — he drove forward his 
bounding fteeds. 

Patroclus> 
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Patroclus, on the other fide, bounded, from his car 
to the ground. In his left hand is his beamy fpear. In 
his right, he wields,, aloft, a Hone : White, rugged, of enor- 
mous fize. He grafpt it in his hand robuft. He threw 
it forward, with all his might. Nor ftrayed he far, from 
the chief. The weight flew not, in- vain, from his hand* 
He ftruck the driver of Hedtor's car : Cehriones, the fon 
of illuftrious Priam ; — ^his offspring, by a fecret bed. He 
ftruck him, as he held the reins. On his forehead fell 
the fharp ftone. Both his brows were crufhed, by the 
weight. The ikuU yielded. His eye-balls fell,, in the duft. 
Before his feet, they fell, in blood. Like adiver, he tum- 
bled to earth, — from the polifhed feat of his lofty car : 
And his foul left his corfe, on the plain. Harfhly-derid- 
tng the flain, — the car-borne Patroclus fpoke : 

" Good heavens ! How adtive the man ! With what 
eafe he dives to the plain I Had this warrior been placed,^ 
in a bark : On the back of the fifliy fea ; he many would 
feed with his art : Searching oyfters, beneath the main l 
Though rolled, together, it were with ftorms. He, 
furely, on the wave would fucceed, — who dives, with 
fuch eafe, on the plain. In every art, our foes excel :. 
In diving, as well as in fight," 

Thus laying, he ruflied, in his might : On the hero, 
juft flain, by his hand. He bore, along, a lion's force :. 

A lion^ 
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A lion, who, wafting the fold,— is wounded, on his ample 
breaft : Whom his own courage deftroys. • Thus, on the 
hero Ccbriones,-— T H o u bounded'ft, in thy might, O Pa- 
troclus ! He(9:or, on the other fide, — leapt, at once, from 
his car, to the ground. Like two lions, they fought for 
the flain : Two lions, who, on the mountain's bleak 
brow ; — both raging with hunger, each other afTail,— for 
fome slaughtered hind, in her flowing blood. Thus for 
the fallen Cebriones, fought the two authors of dreadful 
fight : Patroclus, the fon of Men^etius, and the illuftrious 
Hedor. Each wifhes, from his inmoft foul, — to pierce 
the other, with ruthlefs fteel. 

Hector fcized the flain, by the head; Nor quitted 
the hero his hold. Patroclus, on the other fide, dragged 
the fallen chief, by the foot. The foes, mean time, en- 
gaged in fight. The Trojans and Argives are drenched in 
blood. Death darkly bounds, from line to line. Loud 
tumult rolls together the field. As, when the eaft ai^d 
fbuthern winds, — defcending from the heavens contend,— 
in the lofty groves of the ecchoing hills : Bending the 
deep woods, in their rage : The beech, the lofty afh, the 
barky corneil-tree. Each other they invade, as they wave : 
Mixing their huge arms, as they bend. O'er the moun- 
tain, the foreft refounds. . Harflily crafh the trunks, as 

they break amain. 

Thus, 
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Thus, the Trojans and warlike Argives,— fiercely- 
bounding on each other, engage. Mutual were the deaths 
and the wounds. Neither fide thought of fhameful flight. 
Many (harp fpears are fixed, in earth, round the fiain 
offspring of aged Priam : Many winged arrows came 
founding along,— —ruftiing from the nerves of the bows. 
Many huge (lones flew through air : And, crafliing, fell,, 
on the bofly fliields : As wildly raging fought the foes, 
round Cebriones, laid in his blood. But he lay, largely 
extended in duft, — unmindful of his bounding fteeds. 

V 

Whilst the fun rolled his bright orb, o'er half the hea- 
vens^ with his light : Mutual were the wounds of the foes. 
The people fell on either fide. But when he veered his 
llant beams to the weft : Then the Argives viftorious 
remained. They rofe fuperior to fate. They drew the 
hero Cebriones, — from the heaps of dead and of darts : 
From the tumult of Troy in the fight. They ftript the 
fallen chief of his arms. Patroclus, then, with hoftile 
foul, ruflied forward, on the foe, with his fpear. Thrice 
he ruflied, like brazen Mars. Dreadful fwelled his loud 
voice, on the winds. Thrice he nine warriors fl.ew. But 
when he made the fourth aflault : Bounding on, with the 
force of a god : Then, darkly hovered o'er thee, Patro- 
clus, — the end of a life of renown. 

•Phoebus 
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Phoebus met thee, in difmal fight. Dreadful was tlie 
jcourfe of the god ! Urifeen by thee, he darkly came. A 
x:loud involved his awful fteps, through the line. Behind 
/the hero he ftood. His broad fhoulders he ftruck, with 
this hand. A dizzinefs feized his bright eyes. Phoebus 
threw his helm to the ground. Bright rolled the foundr- 
ing brafs, on the earth : Through the feet of the bound- 
ing fleeds. With blood and duft, : at once, are foiled 
the high plumes of the helm : The helm, which never 
before — ^was ftained, o'er the crefts, with the duft. It 
fliaded the head of a hero divine : The awful forehead of 
-great Achilles. But Jove gave it, now, to be borne,—- 
on the head of illuftrious He<9:or. Not long ! — For 
•death was near, with his cloud* 

His ipear hung loofe, in his nervelefs hand.- His long, 
lieavy, huge, ftrong, pointed ipear, — he fcarce could drag, 
along the duft. His ftiield fell, from its thong, on the 
ground. His breaft-plate, on his breaft.was loofed, — by 
the hand of the king, the fon of Jove. A fud4en ftupor 
invaded his mind. Beneath, his fair limbs were un- 
braced. Dizzy and aftonifhed he ftood. Between his 
flioulders, approaching behind, a Dardan warrior drove 
liis fpear : Euphorbus, the fon of Panthus. Above his fel- 
lows, in all, he rofe : At the ipear, at driving the car, — 
ia the ileetnefs of his feet, in the race. Twenty chiefs 

- he 
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Ke threw, to earth, from their cars : When firft he drove 
his ileeds) o*er the field : To learn die art of the bloody 
fight. 

Such was the chief, O Car-borne Patroclus : Who 
firft ftruck thy body, with fteel. He ftruck, but he did 
not fubdue. He withdrew his alhen fpear, from the 
wound. He retreated and mixed, with his friends j 
Nor could he fuftain Patroclus, — though expofed, he 
flood in the fight. But the hero, by the ftroke of the 
god, — by the fiiarp-pointed javelin fubdued; retreated 
to the troop of his friends : Avoiding death, firom the 
hands of the foe. But when Hedor perceived the great 
Patroclus,— thus retreating and wounded, with fteel : 
He ruftied upon him, through the ranks of the foes. 
Hand to hand, he urged the ^ear. Through and 
through his nether belly, it pafTed. Refounding, he fell to 
the earth. Dreadful forrow ftiades the hbft of the Argives. 



As when a lion, in all his ftrength,— contends, in fight, 
^ith a mighty boar. On the brows of the ecchoing 
hillj-^with all their iavage courage, they ftrive. For a 
fcanty ipring, they engage : Both wifhing to drink of the 
ftream. At length the fierce lion prevails. He fubdues, 
the much-panting boar, exerting his mighty force. Thus 
Hedor, the fon of Priam— deprived of life, with his fteely 

Vol. II. Y fpear, 
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{pear, — the gallant fon of the great Menaetiusj hewing; 
down the ranks of the foe. He gloried, o'er the fallen:, 
chief ; and, thus, with winged words began : 

" O Patroclus ir the hero faid : « Thou hoped'ft 
to level the facred Troy : To bear away her lovely 
dames ; To bear t h b m, of freedom deprived,— -in thy 
fhips, to thy native land. Imprudent, man 1 For these. 
I fight. His rapid fteeds carry Hedor, for these : To> 
the difmal clangour of war. To defend them, I excel at 
the fpear. 0*er the Trojans I fhine in arms : To turn 
the fervile day, from their dames. But tkee, haplefs 
man I Shall the vultures devour. Nor could Achilles,, 
though brave, bring thee aid. H e, perhaps, at thy depar- 
ture ; gave, thus, his commands to his friend. " Return 
not to ME, divine Patroclus I Return not to the hollow 
fhips ; Before thy fpear burft the bloody mail,— -on the 
breaft of He<ftor, the deftroyer of men." This, perhaps,^. 
he fpoke in thine ear. He perfuaded thy frantic. foul.'* 

To H I M thou faintly repliefl, O Patroclus, ruler of 
fleedsl "Now, HeAor!" the hero faid: *' Now vait 
thy lofty boaflings amain. The fon of Saturn jgave thee 
fuccefs. Apollo urged forward thy lance. The gods 
fubdued me, with eafe. They, from my fhoulders, with- 
drew the bright arms. Had twenty^ each thy match in; 

thC: 



Book XVJ. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 163 

the fight ; — met, fairly, my fpear, in the field : They 
all had perifhed beneath my hand. But me my pernici- 
.ous fate — ^and the fon of Latona have flain : Of mortals 
the valiant Euphorbus. Thou, the third, com'ft to fpoil 
the dead. But another thing I will add : And thou re- 
cord, in thy foul. Not long {halt thou view the light. 
Near thee is death and deftru£tive fate : Subdued, by the 
mighty hands of the daring fon of Peleus." 

• * - ■ 

Thus, as the hero fpoke, — (hadowy death arofe, on his 
eyes. His foul, flying wide from his limbs,^-defcended 
to the regions below : Mourning his untimely fate, — his 
vigour, his youth left behind. To him, though dead in 
the duft,— fpoke, thus, the illuftrious Hedor : " Why, 
Patroclus, foretell'ft thou my fate? Why a prophet of 
difaflers become ? Who kno\ys, but the brave Achilles, — 
the fon of the long-haired Thetis, — may firft refign his 
gallant foul : Transfixed, by my deadly fpear ?" 

He Ipoke : And withdrew, from the wound, the bright 
fpear; Placing his foot, on the flain. He threw the corfe 
fupine from his lance. Straight he ruflied, in all his arms, 
on the great Automedon : The godlike friend of the fwift 
fon of Peleus. Much he wiflied to flay the chief. Him 
his bounding fl:eeds bore away : The deathlefs fteeds of 
the warlike Peleus : The fplendid gift of the gods. 

Y 2 
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NO R unpferceived by the Coa of Atreus, — hy Mene- 
laus^ renowned in arms, — Patrodus lay, fubdued 
by the Trojans, — ^in the difmal fight. He moved, through 
the front of the line : Bright-fheathed} in - hi$ burnifhed 
fteel. Round the corie, in defence, he moved : Like a. 
heifer around her young r Her firft-born I — Till then un- 
knowing a birth ; fhe anxioufly lows, as fhe moves. Thus^ 
around the fallen Patroclus, — ftrode Menelaus with yellow 
locks. He ftretched his bright fpear before him. He 
raifed the bright orb of his fhield ; Ready to confign, ta 

death ,^ — ^the foe that dared to approach the dead.. 

Noft 
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Nor did the race of warlike Panthus: Eupborbns, 
renowned at the fpear^'-^neglei^ Patrochu. divinr, av 
ilain, he laj in his blood. Near the fallen hero he 
ilood : And, thus, addrefled. the great Menelans : <^ Son 
of Atreus, Menelaus ! Reared hy Jove I O leader of 
armies ! Retire. Forfake t^e dead. Leave the bloody 
ipoils to the foe. I,— the firft of the Trojans,— of their 
allies renowned in arms ; I the flrfl ftruck the great 
Patroclus, — ^with my fpear, in the difmal fight. Leave 
the ^ory, which I won, - on mine arms. Permit toie, 
*midil my people, to fhine. Retire i Led t h e b, alfo^ 
I flrike : And call forth thy Ibul, round my fpear.'* 

T o H I M the yellow-haired king'— thus replied, in hi* 
lifing rage : " O father Jove P' he faid. '< Ill-becomes 
it a warrior to boafl I Not fo haughty in his ftrength is 
the panther ; not the lion nor mountain-boar,— who 
excel in their fiercenefs of heart : Who are, headlong^ 
borne away, with their rage : As the proud fons of war- 
like Panthus : Who, above meafure,- are vain. But 
the ftrength of thy brother bdoved > the youth and vigour 
of brave Hyperehor, — availed not his life, in the fight r 
When MB he infiilted with words,— yet waited, in his 
folly> my fpear. He colled me aloud, in his pride,-- — 
the moft feeble^ the leaft brave of the Argives.. Nor he,. 

I deem. 
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I deem, returned from the field : To plcafe the brighten- 
ing ibul of his {poufe : Or his parents, decaying in years. 
So fhali I, alfo, thy vigour unbrace : If my ipear thoa 
prefum'ft to oppofe. But t h e e I advife to retreat : To 
mix, with the crowd, in the fight. Stand not before 
my bright lance. Avoid evil, while yet there is time. 
Retire. Be prudent. Retreat. Even fools learn wif- 
dbm, fjx)m fa^" 

# 

He fpoke : But he moved not the youth : Who, 
thus, in his turn, replied : " Now, Menelaus ! " he 
faid : " Now, at length, O reared by Jove I Thou 
(halt give the vengeance due — to the foul of my brother 
(lain. Thou (halt forfeit thy life, for thy vaunts : For 
the blood, which has ftained thy fpear. A widow thou 
haft made his wife : His late-efpoufed, in his fecret 
halls. Thou haft covered his friends with grief : With 
ceafclefs forrow his parents in years. But this hand fhall 
end their wo, — {hall remove the cloud, from their fouls : 
If I fhall bear that head of thine, — if in triumph, thefe 
bloody arms, — I fhall place in the hands of Panthus : 
In the hands of Phrontis divine. But no more I Exert 
thy ftrength. Be the labour no longer deferred. Not 
untried fhall the conteft remain : Nor the valour, nor 
terror of fight.** 

He 
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He fpoke: And ftruck the wide round of his fhield* 
But he pierced not the fblid brafs. Bent ba^k is the 
point, on the orb. The fon of Atreus urged, next, his 
bright fpeai : AcWi-eflrng a prayer to Jove. He ftruck 
his throat, as he turned away. With all his force, he: 
urged the point : Trufting to the ftrength of his arm* 
Through and through, he pierced his neck. The fteel 
appeared, in blood, behind. Refbunding, he fdl ta- 
the earth.. On his body crafhed harfhly his arms.. 
Drenched with blood, are his flowing locks :, His braided, 
locks, which the Graces might wear i — With iilver bound, 
and adorned with gpld.. 

As a wide-fpreading olive-tree, which a man' rears, in. 
a lonely field — ^where gufli the living waters around'.. 
Beauteous, budding, it afcends to the fi^ht. White 
with bloflbms its lofty head— moves, gently, to all the. 
winds. But ludden-rufliing, from heaven comes — ^the 
darkening whirlwind^ and lays it low. Acrofs the ditch, 
it lies along : Spreading all its fair branches, on earth.. 
S6 lay, in death, the fon of Panthus : Euphorbus, well- 
billed, at the fpear : When the fon of warlike Atreus,. 
ftript him flain of his beauteous arms. As when a lion, 
bred, on.his hillsj. — trufting to his ftrength defcends: And,, 
rufliing, feizes a bull ; the largeft and beft, in the. herd. 
Hb firft breaks his huge neck in his.rage :. Deep-fixing; 
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.his ftrong teeth, on the prey. Then he drencnes his jaws 
jn blood : Tearing .all his entrails amain. Around him, 
,but diftant far, alcends the clamour of (hepherds and 
hounds. Their fouls bear not a near approach. Pale 
terror invades them all. So the Trojans, at diftance, 
ftood : Not daring in their fouls to approach : To rufli 
forward, on great Atrides, now, much-elatjed with fame. 

• ■ 

Then had the fon of warlike Atreus — ftript the flain 
of his beauteous arms. But Phoebus envied the (polls to 
the king. He rouzed, on him, He6tor divine, — in force 
equal to impetuous Mars. The god afliimed the form of 
Mentes : Who led the Ciconians in fight. He ralfed his 
loud voice in his ear : And, thus, with winged words 
began : " Hedlor, fruitlefs is thy fpeed. In vain, O 
chief, thou purfueft — the deathlefs ftceds of the great 

. • • • 

Achilles. Hard are they to be fubdued. They yield not 
to a mortal man : Or to Achilles, only yield : Whom a 
daughter c^ heaven brought forth. Meantime, the gallant 
Menelaus : The martial fon of warlike Atreus, — ^pro- 
teding the corfe of Patroclus, — has flain the braveft of 
Ilium's fons : The fon of Panthus, youthful Euphorbus. 
Extinguiflied is the warrior's force." 

Thus fpoke the god, in human form. Again he 
mixed, with the toils of men. Sudden forrow at once 

2 involved 
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involved the darkening fotil of He^or divine. He threw 
his radiant eye o'er the line. He faw the foe unloofing 
his arms* He faw the youth extended, on earth. The 
dark blood flowed wide from the wound. Along the 
front the hero moved : All-bright, in his Wrnifhed 
arms. Loud fwclled the awful voice of the chief. 
Waftefiil was his gleaming courfe : Like Vulcan*s unex- 
, tingui{hed flame. Nor unheard, by the great fon of 
Atreus, was the dreadful voice of the foe. Deep-groan- 
ing, thus the hero fpoke — to his own undaunted foul. . 



" Ah me I Which way fliall I turn ? If here I quit 
thefe fpoils of the foe : If here I leave the great Patro- 
clus : Who, in my caufe, has reflgned his foul : I fear 
the reproach of the Argives. The rage of my friends I 
fear. But fliould I, alone, remain,- — to flght againfl: 
Hedor, with Troy to engage : Should I battle prefer 
to flight : Many foes may furround my life. Hither 
the warlike Hedor leads, the coUeAed fons of Troy. 
But why {prings this doubt, in my breaft ? Why con- 
tends, with itfclf, my foul ? Whenever a man turns his 
fpear againfl a god: To fight with a chief, whom 
heaven honours, in all his deeds : Then certain ruin 
approaches amain. Nor I, therefore, can the Argivesr 
oflend^ by yielding to Hedor divine : Who fights, by 

Vol. II. Z the 
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the aid of a god. But could mine eyes meet die godlike 
Ajax. Could his voice reach my longing ear, we both 
might return to the fight : And urge the battle againft a 
god. Then might we bear away the fkin, — to Achil- 
les, the fon of Peleus. This the bell refource, in fuch 
ills!" • 

Whilst this he revolved, in his foul: The deep ranks 
of the Trojans advanced. HeAor preceded, in all his 
might. Unwilling the king retired : Often turning, as he 
quitted the flain. As a lion, with flowing mane : Whom 
men and hounds, united, drive, — ^with clamour, with 
darts, from the ftall. His ftout heart ihudders, within his 
breaft. Yet, unwilling, he departs, from the fold. Thus, 
the yellow-haired Menelaus, left the corfe of the fallen 
Patroclus. He turned his manly face to the foe : When 
he came to the line of his friends. O'er the ranks he rol- 
led his eyes, — in fearch of the great Telamonian Ajax. 
The hero he quickly perceived, — far, in the left of the 
line : Confirming his warriors in fight y and turning their 
force, on the foe. O'er them fpread a panic divine ; raifed 
by Phoebus Apollo, in wrath. 

Forward to the chief ftrode the king. Near the hero, 
he flood and began : " Hither, Ajax ! Come hither, O 
friend ! Let us hafle. Let us fight for the fallen Patro- 
clus. 
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clus. Let us bear his corfe to Achilles : His naked corfe : 
For his martial arms are, now, pofleffed by He<9:or divine/' 
He ipoke^ He moved the foul of the chief. He ftrode, 
along the front of the fight. The yellow-haired Mene- 
laus attended his fteps. Patroclus is ftript of his beauteous 
arms ; by the hands of the godlike Hedtor. He, now, 
dragged the flain along : Refolved to lop the head, from 
the trunk : To give the mangled corfe — ^a bloody prey 
to the dogs of Troy. But Ajax came near, in his arms : 
Rearing his ihield, aloft, like a tower. Hedior retreated 
amain ; and mixed himfelf with the ranks of his hoft. 
He afcended, with a bound, his car. He gave the 
beauteous arms to his friends : To bear them to the high- 
walled Ilium J to add to his mighty renown. 

But Ajax ftretched forth, in his might, — his broad 
fhield o'er the fon of Menaetius. He flood, like a long- 
maned lion : Who ftalks around defending his young : A 
lion, when bearing his whelps along, furrounded by the 
hunters, within the woods. He rolls his flaming eye- 
balls in ftrength : Dark fink his dreadful brows, on their 
glare : And half-cover their fire, as they burn. So flalk- 
ing round the hero Patroclus, — Ajax covered his bleeding 
corfe. Atrides, on the other fide,— the warlike Mene- 
laus flood in arms : Indulging his grief for his friend : 

And encreafing the cloud, on his foul. 

Z 2 But 
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But Glaucus, the fon of Hippolochus,-<-the leader of 
the Lycians ia arms r Sternly turning his eyes oo' Hedor^ 
thus upbraided the chief, with words. <^ Hedor, tlioug& 
fpecious in form,— -diilant art thou^ from valour in arms. 
Undeferved, thou haft fame acquired : Whilft, thus, thou 
{hrink'fl away, from the field. But weigh, doughty^ 
chief, in thy foul : Confider well ;- how, thou Troy can'ft 
defend : Alone, with thy native troops : With the fons of 
Ilium, alone. None of the Lyctans, at leaftj will, hence- 
forth, ru(h againft the Argives : To fight for thy falling: 
town. Too long have they fought, in vain : Without £t^ 
vour, without ^teful return:. Though ceaielefs have: 
been their toils : Though they ever mixed their fpears^, 
with the foe.'* 

** How, ungrateful, unfeeling chief t How, wilt diou' 
any other defend ? What favour have die troops to ex-- 
pea,— Whilft, thus, thou defcrteft their king? Whilft,, 
thus, thou defcrteft Sarpcdon, thy gueft, thy ally, thy 
friend ? Whilft, thus, thou hafl left him a prey*— a mourn- 
ful objed of fcom to the fbe ? From him, who ddended. 
the town,— who warded ruin from thyfelf,— who laved" 
you all, while yet he lived, thou tum*ft not, away, the 
very dogs : That now are deftined to mangle his corfe. 
But if the Lycians will obey : If in ought, they will at- 
tend 
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tend to my. voice ^ ftraight they will return to their land : 
For ccrtaia ruin, now^ hover* o'er Troy.'* 

•* But had the Trojans that force of foul, — ^that daring 
vigour, which ought to inflame— MEN, who for their 
eoimtry iight : When it hangs to its fall, o'er their heads : 
When they pour their utmoft ftrength, in the fight;, 
when they urge their kft toil, on the foe : Straight we. 
Kad dragged the dead Patroclus, to Ilium expofed to the 
winds. Strai^t the Argives would reftbre — the beaute- 
ous arms, the corfe of Sarpedon. They would exchange 

... . _ > 

the king, for the chief : And fend his corfe to facred 
Troy. Slain lies the friend of a chief, — the braveft of all 
the Argjves :. And; flain, lie in blood his attendants in 



war.'* 



" But thou fufliain'ft not the dreadful arm : Not even- 
ts fight of godlike Ajaic. Thou hail fhrunk, fi^om his 
Bao6, in. the fight. Freezed thou art, with the eyes of 
die fee. Thou dar'ft no( approach to his (pear. ThoUv' 
art prudent. He 16 valiant in war." 

Stxanlv turning his eyes, on the chief, Hedor divine 
replied: " Glaucus I Why, great as thou art, come thy 
words, in fuch fort,, to mine ear ? I deemed thee, once, 
my galknt friend I The fiHl, in prudence, as the firft in 
Known,^— of diofe, who dwell in ^srtile Lycia, afar. But, . 

now, , 
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now, I muft reprove thy mind : And blame the rafh voice, 
which I heard. Nor juft are the words thou haft faid : 
That I fuftained not mighty Ajax in fight. I fhudder not, 
O chief, at the ftrife. I (hrink not, from the clangour of 
cars. But the will of ^gis-bearing Jove — is more power- 
ful, than the courage of men. He, now, turns the 
valiant to flight. H e now fnatches vi&ory from his hands. 
At other times, he urges his ipear : And cloaths him, 
with renown, in the field. But hither advance, O friend I 
Stand near me. Behold my deeds. See, whether, through- 
out the day, m y conduct will luit with thy words. Mark 
well my courfe, through the field. Behold, whether this 
fpear fliall reprefs — fome Argive, from the fallen Pa- 
troclus : Though that Argive fhould feem matchlefs in 



war. 



>* 



Thus faying, he raifed his loud voice : And, thus, 
urged the Trojans to war : " O Trojans and Lycians 
renowned I Dardanians fighting hand to hand 1 Shew 
yourfelves warriors, O friends ! Recal your wonted vigour 
of foul ! Whilft I aiTume the arms of Achilles : The beau- 
teous arms, which I tore from Patroclus, — flain by this 
Ipear, in the fight." 

Thus faying, illuftrious Hedor — retired from the flam- 
ing ilrife. Bounding forward, with eager fpeed — ^he foon 

overtook 
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overtook his friends. He {ooh' came along, on the fteps 
of thofe, who bore to lofty Troy, the burnilhed arms 
of the great fon of Peleus. Standing apart, from the 
mournful fight ; the awful hero changed his arms. He 
gave his own to the warlike Trojans : To bear them to 
facred Troy. He ailiimed the immortal arras of great 
Achilles, the fbn of Peleus. The arms, which the death- 
lefs gods gave to his father beloved. The aged refigned 
them to his fon : But the fon waxed not old, in the fa- 
ther's arms. 

When the ftorm-ruling Jove faw the chief, — ^apart, 
from the ftrife of the fpears : Affuming the fplendid 
arms,— of the divine fon of Peleus : He (hook his facred 
head, on high : And thus fpoke, to his own prefcient 
foul : ** Ah I Haplefs warrior ! Thou admit'ft not to the 
thoughts of thy foul, — the dark death, that is hovering 
near. Thou aflumeft the immortal arms — of a hero un- 
equalled in fight : Who flrikes whole armies with fear. 
His friend thou haft flain, with thy lance : His mild but 
his valiant friend I Thou haft treated the flain with dif- 
grace I Thou haft torn, from his corfe, his bright arms I 
Yet now,^ at leaft, I will vidory give, — and cover thy courfe, 
with renown. This I will give thee, O chief ! As thou 
{halt return no more. As Andromache ihall not, from 

wan 
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war, receive, -with ardent joy, her i*poufe,— clad in the 
awftil armcmr of the renowned, ion of Feleus/* 

He fpoke : And, confirmed his words, — ^with the awful 
•nod of his fable brows. The armour fitted Hedlor divine. 
Dreadful Mars breathed on him his force. All his limbs, 
with frefli vigour are rouzed : New Arength pervaded his 
irame. To his gallant friends, in the fight, — ^he niflied, 
with mighty clamour, along. Like Achilles he ieemed to 
them all : As fiaming he ftrode, o*er the field — ^in the 
arms of the great fon of Peleus. Winding his courfe, 
through all the line,->»-he rouzed the chiefs of the people 
to fight : Mefthles, the hero Glaucus, Medon, Therfilo^ 
chus bold : Afteropseus, brave Diienor, Hippothous in 
battle renowned : Phorcys, illuftrious Chromius and En- 
nomus in auguries {killed. Rouzing thefe to dreadful 
fight, the hero thus began : 

<* HfiAit me, ye hundred tribes ! Who border on facrcd 
Troy ! Nor I, in want of numbers at home— nor to 
cover our fields, with an idle crowd,— have rouzed you, 
from your diflant towns,— or called yoU * to the walls of 
Ilium. To defend the Trojans ye came : To fliield their 
wives and infant fons: To enter battle, with willing 
hearts : To chace a vali&nt foe, from the land. Indulg-- 
ing thi« thought in my foul ; I my people exhauft with 

demands 
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demands— of prefents of jirovifions for v o u : Pleafing 
each of your fouls, with gifts. Let each, therefore, turn 
his face to the foe : Whether fafety or death prefents : 
For thefe are the terms of the war. Whoever ihall drag 
Patroclus, — ^though, flain, he now lies in his blood : Who- 
ever fhall drag him to our line, — and force Ajax to yield 
the prize : Half the fpoils of the dead (hall be h i s ;— • 
half only with m e (hall remain. Equal fhall be the trophy 
to both : And equal fliall be our renown." 

He ipoke : Right forward they ruflied, — ^with all their 
gathered force, on the Argives. They raifed, before them, 
all their fpears. Much they hoped, from their inmoft 
fouls, — ^to force the dead from the mighty grafp— of the 
great Telamonian Ajax. Fools that they were, in their 
hopes ! Many, pierced by his dreadful fpear, — poured forth 
their fouls, on the corfe. Then the godlike Ajax (poke 
thus to the brave Menelaus : " O friend I O Menelaus I 
Reared by Jove I Now loft are my hopes. Nor w e, I 
deem, fhall ever return — to our fhips, from the dreadful 
fight. Not fo great are my fears, O chief I For the corfe 
of the fallen Patroclus : Who foon fhall glut the fierce 
birds, — ^the hungry dogs of the high- walled Troy : — Not 
fo great are my fears for the flain, — ^as for my own life 
and for thine, O king. Great He<^or colle<fls the ftorm 
of war. He pours it dark, o*er all the field. Dreadful 

Vol. II. A a ruin 



178 THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XVIFv 

ruin hangs over our heads. Go. Call the braveft Ax- 
gives : Should any hero hear thy voice, in the fijght.** 

« 

He {poke : Nor difobeyed in ought,' — Menelaus re- 
nowned in arms. He fwelled his loud voice, on the 
winds. Thus, he called the bright-mailed Argives : ** O 
friends I O leaders of Argos ! O princes of the nations in 
arms I Ye, who, with the fons of Atreus,— quafF, at large, 
the public wine I ye who, each, command your tribes ! 
Who derive your facred honours, from Jove ! Hard the 
tafk it is for m e, — fo fierce is the conteft of arms, — ^to per- 
ceive each chief, o'er the line : To pour my words, in 
each leader's ear. But let some iflue forth of their accord r 
Let them feel, rage, in their fouls : That the great, but 

I 

fallen Patroclus (hould become a fport to the dogs of 
Troy." 

He (poke : And the fbn of Oileus,— the Iwift-footed 
Ajax heard. He, firft, came forward in fteel : Refbund- 
ing, as he ruflied through the fight. Idomeneus follow«I 
the chief j and the friend of the great Idomeneus : Me- 
riones, equal to Mars, the deftroyer of armies. But who- 
can name * all the chiefs ? All the warriors that came in 
their arms ? When the Argives renewed the fight — around 
the corfe of the fallen Patroclus ? The gathered Trojans 

ruflied 
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fuOied iirft on the £oc. Great Hedor preceded, ia 



As when, in the ecchoing mouth— of a river defcend- 
ing, from father Jove : Huge tumbles the roaring wave — 
and rolls back in its channel the ftream. Loud-refound- 
ing, the banks complain ; As o'er them fwells the deep- 
heaving main. So loud was the clamour of Troy : But 
iilent flood the Argives arrayed. They flood, round the 
fon of Menastius : Having but one foul in all their breafls. 
Walled round they were all, with their fhields. Round 
the bright beams of their helms, — the fon of Saturn poured 
thickefl night. Nor odious to the foul of the god, — ^was 
the fon of the great Menaetius : While yet the hero lived : 
The gallant friend of the great Achilles \ But odious it 
was to the god ;— that the warrior fhould become a 
prey— to the dogs of a ruthlefs foe. He rouzed, there- 
fore, in his defence ; the dauntlefs fouls of his valiant 
friends. 

But, firfl, the Trojans removed, from the place, — the 
firm ranks of the deep-formed Argives. Trembling, they 
fled, from the flain. Yet the foe flew none, with the 
fpear : Though eager to flretch them to blood. They 
dragged the bloody corfe, o*er the field. But not long 
•remained, diflant, the Argives. Straight, Ajax turned 

A a 2 their 
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their face to the foe : Ajax, in figure, in deeds, in arms, — 
the firft of the Greeks in the fight : Next to the blamele^ 
fon of Peleus, He broke the firm front of the Trojans : 
In his ftrength, like a mountain-boar : Who difperles, 
with eafe, on his hills— -the youthful hunters, with all their 
hounds : When he fuddenly turns on the foe ; and urges 
forward through the brufh wood his force. So illufh-ious 
Ajax^ — the fon of Telamon in arms renowned : Difperfed 
with eafe the line of the Trojans : When he' poured, upon 
^hem, - his force. Already they fiirrounded Patroclus. 
They hoped, o'er their ardent fouls : To drag, to their 
city, the flain : To cover their arms, with renown. Him 
Hippothous feized by the foot : The illuflrious fon of 
Pelafgian Lethus. He dragged the dead through the 
burning fight : Binding, round the ancle, a thong. He 
pleafed Hedor and Troy, with the deed : But fudden evil 
hovered o*er his own head. Nonfe could turn death from 
the chief— though eager to ward it away. 

The fon of Telamon, bounding amain, — ^flruck the 
hero, hand to hand, with his fpear. On the brazen hdm 
fell the lance. Split is the cafk in twain. The point 
pafled, near the horfe-hair cone : Forceful driven, by a 
finewy arm. The brain, where entered the eager fleel, — 
rufhed, bloody, to the earth, from the wound. His 
flrength is, at once, unbraced. He dropt the foot of the 

flain, 
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flain, on the grcHind. On his face, he fell on Patroclus. 
Prone he ky, in death, on the dead : From the fertile 
Larifla, far ! Nor to his parents the youth repaid— 'theiK 
anxious care in rearing their (on. Short was the war- 
rior's life : Subdued beneath the deadly lance — of the 
illuftrious Ajax. 

But Hector launched, on the godlike Ajax, — ^his 
{pear, that fhone bright, as it flew ! He faw the gleam- 
ing fteel, as it came : And, inclining, avoided its point. 
But the ipear fell on warlike Schedius, the magnanimous 
ion of Iphitus : By far the bravefl of all the Phoceans. 
He dwelt, in the beauteous Panop^ : O'er many extend'- 
ing his fway. Him the hero ftruck, in the throat. 
Through his {houlder appeared in blood,-'-the eager 
point of the fatal lance. Refbunding he fell to the 
earth. O'er his body crafhed harfhly his arms. But Ajax 
ftruck the warlike Phorcys— the Ion of Phsenops, illuf^- 
trious in arms. The chief defended Hippothous. 
Through his belly pafled fwiftly the lance. The fleel 
broke the cuirafs in twain : And mixed its point, with 
the entrails behind. Extended, large he lay on earth- : 
And grafpt the duft with his dying hand. 

The foremoft of the ranks of the foe give way. Illuf- 
trious Hedor himfelf retires. Loud fwell the d^ojits of 

3. V '' the 
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the Argives. They dragged the flain heroes away : 
Phorcys and the Valiant Hippothous. From their bodies 
they tore their arms. Then had the Trojans, in flight : 
Driven headlong, before the Argives, — afcended to lofty 
Ilium, — fubdued by their coward fears. Then the Ar- 
gives had won renown : By their own proper courage and 
force, — ^againft the will of fate and of Jove : If Apollo 
had not rouzed great ^neas, — ^like Periphas, in voice 
and in form : The herald Periphas, the fon of Epytus. 
He in the halls of Anchifes— had grown old, in the 
hero's love. Mild the counfels, which dwelt, in his 
foul I Afluming the form of the aged,— the fon of Jove, 
Apollo began : 

" uEneas ! What means remain, to fave Ilium 
expofed to the winds ? To fave the lofty town from its 
fall, againft the will of the gods ? Hear the means, O 
chief, and give ear : I have feen other heroes in fight, 
•—confiding in their valour and flrength : Trufling to 
their own proper force, — ^to the fpears of their ^daiintlefs 
people in arms : Who faved their tottering flates from their 
fall. But Jove wills to our arms fuccefs* He has left the 
falling caufe of the Argives : But y e defeat his purpofe 
divine. Ye fly amain. Ye renounce the fight.'* 

H E fpoke : Nor unperceived by -ffineas, — (lood bdbre 
him the far-fhpoting Phoebus. He knew the god, through 

the 



BookXVH. the ILIAD OF HOMEIL 183 

« 

the form ailumed : And, raiiing his loud voice tq Hedor 
began : « O Hedor 1 Other leaders ' of Troy I Chiefs 
■of allies, arrived from afar ! Now difgrace has involved 
us in fhades. Driven back, by the warlike Argives : 
Shall we thus afcend to lofty Ilium,— -fubdued, by our 
coward fears ? Before ine, confefled, flood a god. A 
bright viiion was difclofed to mine eyes. H e faid, that 
Jove, the mofl powerful and wife, — is our awful aid, in 
the fight. Right forward, let us rufh, on the Argives. 
At leafl, let them not, at their eafe, — bear off the fallen 
Patroclus." 

Hfifpoke: And, bounding forward, inarms, — ^flood^ 
far- advanced, before the line. They turned their face, 
from fhameful flight. They rufhed onward againfl the 
Argives. ^neas launched, with force, his bright fpear. 
He flruck Leocritus, the fon of Arifljas : The gallant 
friend of the great Lycomedes. Him, as he fell in his 
blood — ^pitied his friend renowned. Beforp the flain he 
flood, in fleel. He launched his beaming fpear, on the 
foe. He flruck the fhepherd of his people in arms : The 
fon of Hippafus, brave Apifaon. Through his liver rufhed, 
eager, the lance. Straight his limbs are unbraced in 
death. From the fertile Paeon he came: And next to 
great Afleropaeus ; he was the bravefl of his people im 
fight, 

HlM^ 
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Him, as he fell, in hi^ blood, pitied the imi^ty 
Afteropseus. Bight onward> he iirged Im poMsfej: 
Ready to launch his tfpear, on the Argives. . But mr 
opening appeared for his fteel. Covered over, with their 
bucklers, they ftood. They formed a circle, . round the 
fallen Piatroclus : And ftretched forward to the Trojans 
their fpears. Through their lines rufhed the godlike Ajaz. 
He. urged them to the battle, with words. With deeds 
he urged them to the fight. He permitted none to retreat 
from the dead : None to rufh forward, froni his line, on 
the foe. He commanded all to ftand firm : To cldfe roimd 
his fpear their clofe ranks : Hand to hand to urge their 
bright points. 

Such were the orders of mighty Ajax. The earth is 
drenched with purple blood. Heaps on heaps fink the 
foe, to the ground. The Trojans, with their allies re- 
nowned, fell mixed, with the falling Argives. Nor the 
latter urged the fight, without blood : Though fewer they 
fiink in death. They remembered the words of the chief. 
Clofe compared the warriors flood : And warded off 
death, with their mutual aid. Thus, fought the foes, in 
the field, with all the rage of devouring fiame. Not 
couldfl thou fay, from thy foul : Whether flill the Sun 
of heaven remained : Or whether the Moon flill rolled, 
in fafety, her orb. . Deep darknefs involved the fight. In 

a cloud 
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{I dood ftood concealed the foes,-^w1io puihed their fpears 
to blood and death: Round the fallen corle of the ^n of 
l^fcn^tius. - 

» ■ 

The ;Other warriori of lofty Troy,-**and the Argives 
bright-covered with mmls, fought, free, in die air ferene. 
Spread o*er them is die ^lendour divine : The £bsup light 
of the Hazing fun. Nor cloud arofe from die amplp 
iield i Nor mift inwrapt the mountain's head. At iater>- 
yals, they fought, diiperfed : Avoiding, with mutual care, 
their deadly fpeats, as they flew. But the foes, who in 
tht center engaged,-— ^fui&red woes and wounds and deaths 
Involved in batde, in darknefs, in night. Two heroes 
had not yet heard, in ought<-— two brothers renowned in 
arms, — Andlochus and brave Thrafymedes.— ^They heard 
not, in ought, that, in death, — lay Pairoclus divine, on 
the field. They deemed that the hero lived : That dill 
he fought, in tie front, with the foe. The brothers be- 
held, afar, — the (laughter, the flight of their friends. 
Apart, in the field, they fought. The voice of Neftor 
his fons obeyed : His words, when he fent them forth,-r- 
to turn the war from the fhips of the Argives. 

But to THEM, throughout the day,-— the deadly coiiteft 
of arms arofe. With fatigue, with unceafing toil,-r— theic 
feet, their knees, their joints are unbraced. Their hands are 

Vol. II. B b ftained, 
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'ftained, with reeking blood : Duft covers^ with darkmefs^ 
tiheir eyes. Tumult, toil and death are iiiixed,-<~round 
the godlike friend of the great fonctf Peleus. As: when, a 
man gives the hide of a mighty bull,— -frefh, covered ova:- 
with recent greafe, — -to be ftretched, hy many youths,, 
on the field. In a circle, dpart, they fit down, — and ex- 
tend it, with all their force. The moifture departs : The- 
fat finks into all its pores. On every fide, they exert their 
ftrength : Till the whole is Ipread wide to die eye.. 

So the foes, in a narrow fpacei— Kh-agged, . to and' fra, . 

9 

the corfe of the flain. Each flrove to drag it to his line. 
Much they both hoped the prize to obtain. The Trojans 
wished to bear it to Troy : The Argives to their fhipsj 
on the fliore. Dreadful tumult arofe, on each fide. Nor 
Mars, the fierce ftirrer of armies,-^nor Pallas, though 
defcending in wrath— could the dreadful conteft of anns 
defpife : Such the labour, of men and of fteeds ; rfic 
fiaughter, the blood and the ftrife : Which Jove pouredj. 
around Patroclus, on that dreadful- day; . 

Nor yet knew Achilles divine — that Patroclus lay fiainj 
on the field. Far diftant from the fhips, fought the foes : 
Before the walls of the high-built Ttoy. He thought 
not, in his foul, of his death : ftill he hoped that, alive, 
his friend — would return t^ the camp df the Argives : 

When 
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When the foe he fhould drive to the gates. He doemed 
not that the city would fall j— by his friend, without his 
own aid : Nw even with his own mighty arm. Often, to 
this purpofe, the voice-^-of his bright mother came, apa^t 
to his ear. Thus fhe brought, through the winds— the 
high will of almighty Jove. But his mother • diyin©-?- 
brought not this wo to his ears : This difafter, which to 
HIM had befallen : That by far the moft beloved of his 
friends— {hould perifh, in the conteft of fpears. 

But the foes, round the corfe of the flain,— ftretching 
forward their fpears, in their hands : Ceafelefs, rufh^d, 
With mutual fliocks, to the fight : And flew each oth^, 
amain, in their rage. Thus, arofe amid the croWa,^— 
the voice of fome Argive in arms : " O friends f Urge on- 
ward the \v2i. It becomes not — we muft not retreat. ' It 
ware now difgraceful to. fly to the fliips. Here rather let 
the earth open wide,- — and, dofing o*er us concejd -us 
from fliame ! This were better far for our fame i Than- to 
fuffer the car-ruling Trojans, — to drag h i m hence to their 
lofty town : And to cover their arms with renown." 

Thus, fome Argive. Whilft bright in his arms, — fome 
Trojan began words like thefe : " O friends ! Let us urge 
here the war. Let none turn his foot, from the fight : 

B!)2 ' Though 



im The iLrAD of 'Ho^fERi Bch^xvm 

Thou^ all were defined to fail in dcadb^r^«<:^'t&e nOt^ 
of the hero flam."-*-On either fide ro£s words like thcCe^ 
The fouls of the warriors were rouzed-. Betttld rdiged 
amain on the field. The horrid clangor,, the tUmult, thj? 
noife,— iwelled on the air and rofe to the brazen concave 
of heaven. 

But the deathlefs iVeeds of the great Aichilles,«^-^ood>, 

apart, on the field and wept : when they found' that their- 

driver renowned fell, in deaths on the diift d" Tfoy : Be^ 

neath the hands: of Hedor divine. In vain- Autom^ioni, 

the Aout fon of Diorcs,: — ^urg^d them, with the lafh>, 

to proceed : In vain he foothed them, with words : - Ot 

throateued them, aloud, with his vcdce. Keiths, would! 

they, return to the fhips,-— to rfie fhore of the fpaciotw HcK 

lefpont : Nor to the contefl of arms,-<-where the Argives< 

ilrove for the flain. Like a monument firm' they re^- 

mained : A. iblid pillar, which rears its headi-->o*er foiiip 

warrior laid low, in the earth : Or woman,, once, for hcsMt^- 

renowned. . ..' i 

.Ill 
So flood the fleeds, unmoved : Still joined to the bca^ 

teous car^ Bent to earth were their graceful heads. Th^ 

warm tears came, rolling down, and mixed, with the dufl, 

as they fell. Deep heaved their anxious bofoms with wo : 

Much regretting the lofs of the chief. Soiled are their 

bright- 
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fai^.fljo^^ manes.: As, in circles, they are pdured,.ofi 
Ae.jrpkc. . Jaw belttld: the deathlcfs ftecds in their gricL 
He {Mtiodthem, as he looked from his iky. The. go^ 
ihook his awful head: And,, thus, b^an to his own. 
mighty f<n£r 

•< Ah !• hapltfs fteeds- 1 Why did the gods give you^- 
both away^*<ieathlers as you are and exempted from the 
rigour- of years.><-^Wh.y gave they you to the ^-ruHng. 
Peleus: Though. great, ilill a mortal man? Wasitto^ 
Qxuc. the.wbet?: The dire difaiters of -wretched: man? For 
of all that breathes the air of heaven : Of all,, that moves, 
with, life, on the earth^^Hione ifr more wretched than man f 
None fo fubje^ to.trouble and woe 1 But cea^e your grief r 
For never by Y.ou,»«~4ior jfeated aloft on that catj-^^hall 
great Htdiof be borne along. This Jcfvt and the ^te^. 
forbid; I9 it not enough, for the chief,-— that he bears the 
^lendidi arms of Aohilles,-— ^md raihly ^oriet, in the 
prize ?• But J. will pour force, on your limbs : 0*cryour fouls. 
Twill vigour awake. -That you may bear Automedon, — 
fkk from the conteft of fpears, — to the hollow (hips of 
fkt Argivc powers. Still with glory, I will cover the foe. 
£>eath and ^laughter (Hall fpread amain : Till Troy fhall 
pufli the war to the fliips : Till the fun fliallfall, in the 
weft, — and facred: darknefs fhall cover the world.** 
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Thus fpoke the father of gods. He breathed j%r€ng;d£> 
on the ftceds divine. They fliook the dtlft, from thor 
beauteous manes : And drew fwiftly l^e bounding car* 
Between the Trojans and Argives they drove. Automfr- 
don fought, aloft, from his feat : Though grieved for ra» 
fallen friend. He rufhed, with his Car, on the foe: As 
a vulture, which delcends, from the wihds^-^on a 'da- 
inordus train of fnow-white geefe. With ed6 the Hvanior 
fled, from the foe : With eafej from the tuinult of {peaii. 
With eafe he alfo ruflied, on their line : And broke their 
folid ranks, in purfuit. But he flew not the foe, with thi 
{pear : When he bounded, on his car, through their lines : 
Hard it was to hurl the lance : And, at once, to reflrain 
the fteeds : When, fole, he fat in the iacred car. At 
length his friend and fellow in arms : Alcimqdon, tljc 
•warlike fon of Laerces, — perceived him, as he drove o'er 
the held. Behind the beauteous car he flood : And, thiis, 
to the great Automedon : 

" AuTOMEDON :" The warrior iaid : ** Who of theim- 
•mortal gods — ^has breathed pernicious counfels on the mind 
of the chief ? Who has prudence expelled, from thy foul ? 
That, Thus, thou driveft thy car alone : Through the 
.ranks of the Trojan powers. Slain lies thy partner in war- 
Heifbor bears, on his body, his arms : Exulting, in the 
ifpoils of Achilles." — To him replied the ion of Diorei : 

Automedon 
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^^utomedpn in battle renowned : " Alcimedon I Who of 
tjhe Argives is like thee to guide this bright car? To 
^lanage. the deathlefs fteeds ? To reftrain their fierce vi- 
gour of foul ? Who but the great Patroclus, — equal in 
^4eeds to the gods, — awhile yet the hero lived ?. But, now, 
he lies flain,. in his blood. Fate and death involve him, in 
j(hades. Receive the bright whip, in thy grafp. Draw 
the reins back to thy hands.. But I will, bound, on earth, 
from the. caq : To. hurl the. deadly fpear, on the fpe." 

• < 

He Ipoke : The warrior mounted the car. He leized 
the bright whip, in his grafp : And drew back the reins 
to his hands.. Automedon bounded, to earth, lUuftfious 
Hedor perceived the chie£ He fpoke to the great 
-^neas, — as near the hero flood, in his arms : " .£neas I" 
Began Hedor divine : " Leader of the Trojans, bright in 
their mails I I- behold the deathlefs. fteeds— of the fwift 
jbn of magnanimous Peleus. I behold them ifliiing forth 
to .the fight: Bearing drivers unfkilled in war. I ihould 
hope to feize them both in the field : If thy foul will give 
thine aid to my fpear. Nor will the daftards fuftain our. 
force. They will not ftand^ oppofed to our fpears.'*^^ 

He fpoke : Nor difbbeyed in aught,. — the gallant fbii 
of the great Anchifes. Onward they rufhed, in . their 
'arms i. Rearing aloft the broad orbs of their, fhields. . Their 

(hields . 
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Ihields folidly formecl of dryliidcs: Covered orcr, with plates 
of brafs. With the heroes ru&ed forward to war, — Chro- 
jnius and the godlike Aretus. Much they, each, hoped 
from their fouls,— <to lay the heroes Haiti, cm the field : 
And to iirive the lugh-necked fteeds to dieir line. Fools 
that they were in tiieir hopes 1 Nor botk were deflined 
to return,— -^without blood, from Automedon*s (pear. To 
Jove the father, the hero prayed. Force and valour are 
•poured, hy the god, — on the darknefs» which covered 
liis foul. Straight he addreiled Alcimedon, — his ^thful 
iriend and fellow in arms : 

"*' Alcimedon ! Keep near me the fteeds. Let them 
i)reathe, c»i my (houlders, behind. Hedlor, the fon of 
Priam, I deem,— will never his valour reftrain : Till he 
afcend the high-maned fleeds— >of great Achilles, the 
ion of Peleus : Till he aicend the bright car,— -having 
laid us, in death on the field : Till he break the lines of 
the Argives 5— or give his own great foul to the winds." 



Thus laying, he called the two Ajaces. He fent his 
voice to the great Menelaus : ** Ajaces ! Brave leaders 
-of Argives ! O Meaelaus attend ! Commit to others the 
care of the dead : Commit the corfe to the braveft in 
£ght. Let them firmly furround the fiain. Let them 
aiepel the ranks of the foe. But vou, from us, who 

I ftill 
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flill furvive ; — turn away the evil day, with your fpears. 
Hither rufh, . through ^ the mournful fight,— He(3:or and 
the godlike iEneas, — by rar the braveft of the warriors of 
Troy, But all . is placed in the breafts of the gods. 

Succefs only on heaven depends. But I will launch my 

# 

beamy fpear : .And leave the reft to.thexare of Jove.'* 

, a ^ 

* 

He fpoke ; And, vibrating, hurled his long lance. 
He fliiick the broad fhield of the godlike Aretus. The 
bright orb fuftained not the point. Through and through 
ruflied the eager fteel. Through the belt it iwiftly 
pafled: And, fixed in his nether belly, remained. As 
when a youth, with his hand rbbuft-r— rears aloft the 
gleaming ax, in the air : Down falls the forceful weapon, 
with fpeed, — behind the horns of a favage bull. The 
whole finew is divided in twain. He bounds and tumbles, 
in death, on the ground. Thus bounding, the youth 
fell iiipine.. In his entrails fhook the fharp-pointed fpear : 
And his limbs were unbraced, as he lay. 

Hector hurled his bright lance, through the air — ^at 
the breaft of the great Automedon. He faw the gleaming 
fteel, as it came, — and, ftooping forward, avoided its 
point. Behind him, it ftood fixed in the ground. The 
ftafF quivered, as the head funk in earth. But foon the 
ftrong fpear remitted its force as it Ihook. . Then, hand 

Vol. II. C c "to 
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to hand, had the heroes cloied : Then had they urged^ 
trith their fwords the £ght : But the Ajaces ru(hed m 
rbetween. They parted the chiefs, as they glowed* 
Tlirough the deep ranks had the warriors come i At the 
well-known voice of their friend. 

r 

Avoiding the battle of the chiefs, — the leaders of Troy^ 
retired : He^or, the great .£neas and Chromiu^ in- 
form like the gods. They left Aretusy in all his blood.^ 
Mangled and torn, he lay on the ground. But Autoine- 
don, equal to Mars,— divefted the {kdn of his arms : And 
glorying, o*er the warrior, began : ^* This, at leafE, has 
lefibned my grief,— -4br the fall of the fba of Menstius* 
A part of the cloud of wo is difpelkd ; Though lel^y, 
than His, the renown of the ilain.** Thus hs fpoker 
And placed aloft, in the car, — ^the bloody fpoils of the 
haplefs Aretus. Stained with gore are his feet and his 
hands: Like, a lion the hero ieeined> — when dcenchedy 
with the blood of ibme ilaughteied bull. 

' Again, o'er the fallen Patroclus— is kindkd the difihal 
£^ht. Blue-eyed Pallas awaked, the fierce ftrife; De- 
icending> from the heavens to the fieUL The h%h- 
thundering Jove fent her forth, — to rouze the fsa^ng 
hearts of the Argives: For the foul of the god was 
changed. As, when extended to mortals eyes, — ^Jove 

bends 
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bends his purple bow, in the clouds : The dire omen of 
difaftrous war 2 Or the fign of deibeading ftonus ^ 
Which flop, o'er the earth, the labours of men : And 
ladden the drooping herds. So inwrapt in a purple cloud, 
' — blue-eyed Pallas Ihot, from heaven to the field. She 
entered the nations of Argos. She rouzed the foul of each 
chief to the fight. Firfl, Ihe (poke to the fon of Atreus : 
To Menelaus renowned in arms. Near the place, where 
.(he lighted, he ftood. The form of Phoenix the goddefs 
aflumed : The hero's voice unknown to yield. 

• ■ ' ^ . . . • • 

« To thee what fhame ! O Menelaus I What dif- 
honour, what d!ire di^race I If, under the walls of high 
Troy, — fleet dogs fhall devour, the corfe, — ^what ratia^ns 
of the gallant friend of the illuftrious fbn of Peleus t But 
THOU thyfelf advance to the fight : And urge, with 
ardor, thy people to war." To the goddefs, in turn, 
replied— Menelaus renowned in arms : << O Phoenix ! O 
father I O bom, in the days of old \ Would I that 
Minerva gave joae ftrength equal to mine ardor of fenl : 
That fhe. would turn from my life,— -the fierce progrds 
of hoftile darts. Then wotild I follow the beat of n^ 
ibttl : And bear aid to the fallen Patrodusw Much I feel 
his £dl in my heart. Regret daikeas my breaft for the 
ilain. But Hedor, advancing in fight,— 4>eafs the dread- 

Cc 2 fill 
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ful force of devouring flame : Nor ceafes his fteel to 
flaughter amain : For Jove has covered his arms with 
renown." 

'% 

fl 

He fpokc : And, o'er her heavenly foul, — the blue- 
eyed Pallas rejoiced, at his words : As to h e r he ad- 
dreffed his prayer, — amid the hoft of the deathlefs powers. 
She breathed ftrength on his fhoulders and limbs.- She 
kindled boldnefs, within his breafl. Like the periifling 
rage of a fly : Who, often repulfed, as often returns, — 
to faflien on the bodies of men : For grateful to him is 
human blood I With fuch boldnefs the power fllled his 
breafl: : And lightened through the cloud, on his foul. 
He advanced to the fallen Patroclus : And hurled his 
gleaming lance, through the air. 

A CHIEF there was, among the Trojans : Podes, the 
fon of Eetion : In wealth abounding, brave in war : 
The mofl: honoured by Hedor divine— of all the warriors, 
who fought for Troy : His companion his gueft beloved I 
Him, as he turned to flight, — the yellow-haired Mene- 
laus flruck with his fpear. Near the belt pafl^ed the 
eager fteel. Through and through, ruflied the deadly 
lance. Refounding, he fell to the earth : The foe 
dragged the flain from his friends : To the deep ranks of 
the Argive powers. 

Fast, 
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F A s Tj by the fide of Hedor — Apollo exhorting arofe : 
In form, like Phaenops, the fon of Afius : The moft 
beloved of all his guefts : Who dwelt, in high halls, in 
Abydos. Afluming the hero's form : Thus fpoke the 
far-fhooting Phoebus : " Hed:or ! . Who, hereafter, of 
Argives — fliall dread to meet thy fpear in fight ? . While, 
thus, thou turn' ft thy trembling fteps, — from Menelaus 
—till now, no terror in the ftrife of renown. But, now, 
he boldly ftands forth alone. He flays, then drags the 
ftain away. By his fpear fell thy faithful friend, 
valiant in the front of the line : Podes, the fon of 
Eetion." 

He fpoke : On the hero's foul — arole a fudden cloud 
of wo. To the front of the battle he ruflied : Gleam- 
ing, bright in his burniflied fteel. Then Jove took his 
dreadful JEgis. He hung it forward a gleaming portent. 
All Ida he wrapt in a cloud. His bolts iflued forth, from 
the gloom : And,, awful, rolled his loud thunders, on 
high. The whole mountain he fliook, as he launched. 
He gave vidlory to Troy : And turned the Argives^ 
amain, to flight. 

The rout was led by Boeotian Peneleus. In the 
flioulder he was ftruck with the lance : When he turned 
his manly face to the foe. Slight was the wound ! Juft 

to 
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to the bone— -came the point of Polydatnas* fpear. Hand 
to hand, he ftruck the chief. Hed(»: (Merced the (on of 
Aledryon : Bold Leitus matchlefs in war. Through his 
hand, by the wrift pafled the lance. It ftopt the progress 
of tl^ hero in war. Trembling, and with caution he 
fbd. He hoped no longpr, within his foul : To launch 
tlie fpear, from his hand, on the foe : To turn the 
battle on Troy, in the field. 

i 

. Idomeneus Launched, <m Hedor his ipear: As, on 
Leitus nifhed forward, the chief. FuU on the breaftf- 
plate it fell. Broken fhort is the point of the lance : And 
the Trojans rend, with clamour, the ikies. But he, in 
turn, hurled his javelm amain,— on Idomeneus, the fon 
of Deucalion : As, aloft, he flood, on his car. He 
ftrayed, from the life of the king: But he flruck the 
friend and fellow in arms,— of Meriones, equal to Mars : 
Caeramis, who guided his car. From the well-built 
Ly6his, the warrior came. — ^Firfl, on foot, Meriones 
came : To turn the war from the hollow fhips. But, 
now, laid low in his blood — ^he had covered the Trojans, 
with fame : But Caeranus, flraight, brought his fteeds : 
And with them, he brought ikfety along: And turned 
the evil day, fixnn his lord. But he himfelf lofl his life, 
in his zeal : Beneath the force of Hedor divine. 

% Near 
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Near the jaw bone, juft under the ear— altered the 
eager lance. His teeth are fhattered, his tongue cut in 
twain. He tumbles, in death, from the car. Wide fly 
the floating reins^ on the ground. Meriones bends froat 
the car : And aflumes them, from the earth, with his 
iiand. The hero fpoke to Idomeneus : ** Lafli the fleeds^ 
To the (hips let us fly. Thou perceiv'ft that the battle 
is loft : That viAory declares for the foe.'* The king: 
laflied the high-maned fteeds. He urged his courfe to* 
the (taps of the Arg^ves.. A iudden panic had fallen, om 
his (buL 

KoK impcrcen^ by magnanimous Ajax, — by Men&^ 
kus renowned' ia arms, — great Jore had inclined the 
icslt : And given the changing conqueft to Troy.^ With 
wor(k like theie, began aloud — the great Tekmoniam 
Ajax t '* Alas I Who fo foolifli, as not to perceive ? 
That father Jove has inclined the fcale t And covered the 
£oe, with renownw With ei£bd?, fall their d)eadly darts : 
Whenever Aey fly from their hands : Whether launched,, 
by the feeble in flght,— -or by the warlike and renowned,, 
in the field. Jove guides them aB, with his mighty hand»- 
But ours fall fliort of their aim. They fly in vain,, 
through the air, on the foe.**' 

^^ But kt us confider with (peed': Let us think of ibme 
lefource, in our fouls : By what means, by what arduous 

deed« 
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deed, — ^we may bear the flain chief, from the foe : That 
we may gladden, with our return, — the brightening fouls 
of our friends beloved. Turning hither their eyes, they 
are fad. They deem^ that we cannot fuftain — the force 
of Hedtor, his invincible hands. They deem, that we 
muft yield to the foe : That they themfelves are to fall, 
at the fiiips." 

" Would that fome friend were near, — rto bear the 
tidings to the great fon of Peleus. He, I deem, knows 
not ought of our ftate. The mournful tale has not yet 
reached his ear : That his friend beloved has fallen, in 
the war. Nor can mine eyes perceive a chief : A fit 
bearer of the news to Achilles. Oppreffed with darknefs 
we fight amain. Our fteeds, ourfelves are involved in 
clouds. O father Jove ! remove the cloud : Free from 
darknefs the fons of Argos. Reftore the fun. ' Give us 
to fee with our eyes. Deftroy us, at leaft, in light : ' As 
deftrudHon feems good to thy foiil." 

H E fpoke : And the father heard. He pitied . the 
hero's tears. Straight he difperfed the darknefs. He 
removed the cloud, from their eyes. The fun flione 
forth from his fky. The whole battle is covered with 
light. Then Ajax addreffed his words — to Menelaus 
renowned in arms : " Look around thee, O reared by 

JoVe. 
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« 

Jove. See, whether in line of the Argives — ftill alive is 
the warlike Antilochus : Prudent Neftor's magnanimous 
fon ! Urge, him to bend, with fpeed, his fteps — to the 
illuftrious fon of Peleus. Let him bear the mournful tale 
to his car : That fallen, beneath the hand of the foe, — 
lies flain the moft beloved of his friends." 

H E fpoke : Nor difobeyed in ought— Menelaus re- 
nowned in arms. He moved forward, through the 
ranks, of his friends : As — the lion, retires from the 
fold : Fatigued, with his toils through the night, — with 
encountering the fhepherds and hounds. They permit 
not the prey to his jaws : Watching down the whole 
night, round the pen. He greedy of blood, ruflieson: 
But his eiForts avail not in . ought. Forward fly the fre- 
quent darts, from their handis. The flaming torches they 
rear in the air. Dreading thefe, he retreats though much 
rouzed. With morning he retires to the woods : Difap- 
pointed and gloomy in heart. 

So, from the corfe of Patroclus, — Menelaus, unwil- 
ling, retired. Much he feared, in his manly foul, — that 
the Argives, ftruck with panic divine — ^might leave him, 
a prey, to the foe. Much he gave in charge to Merio- 
ncs, — to both the illuflrious Ajaces : .** O Ajaces ! Great 
leaders of Argos I Meriones, dauntlefs in fight I Now, 

Vol. II. D d recal, 
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recal> each, to your fouls, — the gentle meeknefs of the^ 
haplefs Patroclus. To all he knew to be mild of heart r 
While yet the hero lived. But now dark fate is around 
him : Death wraps him, in endlefs fhades.'* 

Thus fpeaking, the yellow- haired king* — ^took! his way^ 
through the ranks of his friends. To every fide, he turned 
his keen eyes : Like an eagle, who, they fay, is fharpeft 
of fi^t,— of all the birds that ftretch their wings, on the 
winds. H e, though floating aloft, on the air, — ^beholds 
the fleet-bounding hare, on the field r As flie cowrs be* 
neath the thick^fpreading flirub. Reibunding, he de- 
fceiid^, on the prey. Straight mixes her life, with the wind. 
So to thee, O thou nurtured by Jove \ Rolled round,, 
thy bright eyes, o*er the field : 0*er the deep ranks of 
the Argive powers. To find the fon of Neftor, they rol- 
led : If the hero flitl breathed the air. H i m he quickly 
perceived, in the kft wing of the fight: Confirming 
the fouls of his friends r Urging forward his warriors to- 
fight. 

Near the chief flood the great Menelaus : " Antilo- 
chus I" The hero faid. " Approach and lifl:en, beloved 
of Jove \ Hear tidings of deepefl wo. Would they were 
not now to be heard. Thou, I deem, haft long perceived : 
Thine eyes have feen, o*er the line i That a god has rolled 

deatht 
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death on the Argives : That the viftory has inclined to 
the foe. Slain is the braveft of Greeks. Fallen is the 
hapleis Patroclus. Mighty wo has o'erfhadowed the Ar- 
gives. But thou to Achilles repair. Rufh, with fpeed, 
to the fliips on the fliore. Bear the dreadful wo to his 
ear. Let him hafte, to regain the corfe : The naked 
corfe ! For the fplendid arms,— now fliine from He^or's 
flioulders, in fight." 

He fpoke : And fhuddering the hero heard. Thtf 
mournful tale fell dark on his foul. Long fpeechlefs the 
warrior flood. His eyes are filled, with fudden tears j 
His flowing voice adhered to his mouth. But not, evert 
thus, the youth neglefts, — the mournful charge of the 
great Menelaus. He gave his bright arms to Laodocus i 
His friend in war, who held, near him, the fleeds. He 
gave— then he bounded away. The big tears dropt, on 
earth, as he moved. — He rufhed to bear the mournful 
tale, — to the ears of the fon of Peleus. 

Nor to THEE fuggefls thy great foul, O Menelaus, 
beloved <^ Jove \ To aid the tdlling warriors in fight : 
Whom Antilochus left, in the field. But the Pylians, 
now engaged with the foe, — felt his abfence o'er all their 
Hnes. But the king rouzed the divine Thrafymedes, — • 
to aid his native forces in fight. H e himfelf returns o'er 
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the field, o'er the field,— to the corfe of the hero, Patro- 
clus. : He ftopt, when he came to the great Ajaqes. Thus 
arofe his words to their ears : 

" Him have I fent," he faid : " To the fwift fhips of 
the Argive powers. I have fent him to the mighty Achilles. 
Nor HE, I deem, will iflue to war. Though much en- 
raged againft Hedor divine : Unarmed, he cannot fight 
with the Trojans. But let us confider, with fpeed : Let 
us think of fome refource, in our fouls : By what means,, 
by what arduous deed, — ^we may bear the fallen chief from 
the foe. Let us think of fome means to efcape : To fave 
ourfelves, fi*om the deaths, which hover around." 

To the hero replied, in his turn, — the mighty Tela- 
monian Ajax : " Prudent the advice thou haft urged I O 
Menelaus, renowned in arms I But thou and the warlike 
Meriones, — ftraight bear the corfe, from the fijeld. We 
fhall fight behind your fteps, — with the Trojans, with 
Hedor divine. W e equal in our names, as in arms 1 We, 
who often have fuftained fierce Mars : The rufliing torrent 
of war, in the field.** He fpoke^ They rai&d the corfe,. 
in their arms. Aloft they reared it, with all their force. 
Loud fwelled the dreadful fhout of the Trojans : When: 
the Argives raifed the body, from earth.. 

Right forward rufhed, tumultuous," the Trojans : Like 
hounds, purfuing a wounded boar. A finall Ipace, be- 
fore 
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fore the hunters they ftretch : Eager to tear the favage 
amain. But when, confiding in his ftrength, — he turns 
upon them the glare of his eye. Straight they fall back 
toward their lords : And, difperfing, fly, o'er the wilds. 
Thus the Trojans advanced a fmall fpace : Dealing blows^ 
with their fwords, launching fpears. But when the Aja- 
ces turned their face : When they flood forth to oppofe 
the foe. The colour changed o'er their features, through 
fear. None fuftained, forward-bounding to blood, to 
fight for the corfe of the chief. 

Thus, with fpirit, they bear amain,— the hero's corfe 
toward the (hips of the Argives, Dreadful battle fwells, 
behind them, with noife : Like a fire, which invades, in 
its rage, — the wide ftreets of well peopled towns. Sud- 
den, it burfts forth to fight. The lofty domes fink dark, — 
in the broad-fkirted flame. Refounding it fpreads along, 
beneath the force of the roaring wind. Such the horrid 
found of boimding fteeds, — of men rufliing forward, in 
arms: When, colleded,^ they poured on the flight. The 
heroes laboured, beneath the weight : Like mules, who, 
cloathed, in refiftlefs ftrength, — drag, from the moun- 
tain, through rugged ways, — a vaft beam or lofty maft 
for the fliip, on the main. Deep heave their huge fides, 
with the toil : They fweat amain,, as they contend,, in the 

draught.. 
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So the heroes bore the body along. Behind, — ^the 
two Ajaces — broke the rufhing tide of the foe : As a hill, 
which with all its woods — ftretching forward its head, 
through a plain : .Withftands, the headlong courfe of the 
rapid ftreams : And turns them large on the level ground. 
Firm in its ftrength it.flands : Carelefs of the rage of wa- 
ters. So firmly, the mighty Ajaces, — ^repelled the roaring 
tide of the Trojans. Yet ftill the foe purfued amain. 
Two godlike heroes led them on : JEneaSy the great fon 
of Anchifes — and Hedor illuftrious in arms. 

As flies a cloud of ftarlings, through air : Or clamour- 
ous flocks of choughs, when they fee — the bird of Jove 
hovering around ;-— or foufing fierce, on their callow 
young. . So driven by the fl:rength of ^neas, — by the 
hands of Hedor divine : The fons of Argos ftirilly-clamo- 
rous fled to their fliips : Forgetful of the fight of renown. 
Many were the bright-beaming arms : Which ftrewed the 
deep trench, as the Argives fled. Yet no reft from the 
fight, — no reipite from blood remained. 
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THUS fougfit the foes> in the field, — like the force 
of devouring flame. But Antilochus came ta 
Achilles, — z fwift-footed bearer of wo I Him he found 
fitting alone, near the lofty ftems o£ his hollow fliips* 
Dark rofe in his boding mind — ^the dire event, which al- 
ready had come. Deep-fighing the hero, thus, — addref- 
fed, penfive, his own great foul : 

** Ah me I What change is this ? Why again fly the 
long-haired Argives ? Why turn they their flight to the 
fhips ? Thus broken, thus difperled, in the field ? MucIk 
I dread that the deathlefs gods — ^have fulfilled the mourn- 
ful fears of my foul :. As, heretofore,,, my mother divine 
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conveyed, in dark words, to mine ear : That the braveft 
of all the Myrmidons, — ^while yet I lived and breathed the 
air, — fliould lie, fubdued by the hands -of the Trojans, — 
and defert the fplendid light of the fun. . Surely fallen by 
their ruthlefs hands, — is the valiant fon of the great 
Menaetius. Haplefs man I Yet ftridt was my charge ! 
I bade him, the fire repelled, to return to the {hips : 
And not to urge the battle with Hedlor divine. 

Whilst, thus, he turned difmal thoughts, in his foul : 
Near, came Neftor's illuftrious fon. . Wide-poured the 
warm tears from his eyes. He told at once, the mourn- 
ful tale : " Ah me ! Son of warlike Peleus I Sad the 
tidings which now, thou (halt hear : Would I they 
exifted not to be told ! Slain lies Patroclus I For his 
body, they all contend : His naked corfe I His fplendid 
arms are borne, in fight, by. illuftrious Hedlon" 

H E fpoke. At once, on the chief, — a dark cloud of 
forrow arofe. He raifed the aflies, in both his hands* 
He poured it, amain, on his head : And disfigured his 
graceful face. To his . garments divine, — ^the dark 
duft adhered on every fide. Large he is fpread on the 
earth : Covering a wide fpace, as, rolling,' he lies. He 
tears his heavy locks, with his hands. The captive maids 
iffue forth, from their tents : The bright prizes, which 

he 
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he ^ined, in "war : Which Patroclus had won in the 
iield. Sad in foul, they ifTued forth. Th6ir mournful 
voice arofe, round the chief. They ftruck their white 
breafts with their hands. Their lovely limbs were un- 
braced, with wo. Antilochus joined his grief to their 
tears. He held the mighty hand of AcHilles ^ For, deep, 
he groanedi from his inmbft foul. He dreaded, that the 
chief, in defpair, — would raife the fteel againft his life. 

Dreadful rofe the deep voice of his grief: Not un-* 
heard, by his mother divine : As fhe fati in the depth of 
ocean, — ^near her aged fire. Straight fhe joined her 
mournful cries to his wo. Her bright {iflers of ocean 
convened. Around her flood the beauteous forms-— of all 
the daughters of ^ed Nereus. There was Glauc^, Tha- 
lia was there : Cymodoc^, bright Nefsea : Spio, fwift- 
moving Thoa, Halia, with large blue eyes : Cymothoe, 
the graceful Adsa, Limnoria, with heavy locks : Melita, 
white-bofomed laera : Amphithoe, the beauteous Agave : 
Doto, Proto, bright Pherufa: Dynamene, Dexamenc fair; 
Amphinom^, white-^med Callianira : Doris, Panope, Ga- 
latea afar renowned : Nemertes, the fair-limbed Apfcudes : 
The ftately charms of Callianafla. There was Clymene, 
there lanira, lanafia, and Maera divine. . There was high- 
bofomed Orithya, Amathea, with long, heavy hair. Other 
bright- moving nymphs were there : The foul-winning 
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daughters of aged Nereus ! They lighted the wide cave> 
with their charms. They ftruck their heaving bofbma^ 
in grief. 

Thetis, thus, unveiled her wo : " Hear me, fitters of 
Ocean I Bright daughters of Nereus attend ! That all may 
know my bitter grief: The dreadful fbrrows, which lie 
deep on my foul. Ah me I Unhappy, lofl, forlorn ! 
Wretched mother of the bravefl of men 1 I brought forth 
a fbn to the light : Brave, illuflrious, the mofl valiant of 
lieroes. He flourifhed like a plant, in my fight. Him 
I reared, with anxious care : Like a fair-fpreading olivcj 
in a fertile fpot of land. I fent him, in his fhips, to Troy r 
Deflined never to receive him again : Never to receive 
him, returned, — in the lofty halls of Peleus. Yet to add 
to my bitter woes : While yet he lives, while yet he be- 
holds — the fplendid light of the fun, — ^he is fad : Nor can 
I aid him, though grieved in my foul. But I will afcend 
to his fide. I will behold my fon beloved. I will hear, 
from himfelf, his woes : I will learn what forrow invades— 
the hero, flill remote, from the fight." 

She fpoke : And left the caves of the main. Her 
bright fiflers attended, in tears. Ocean, round them, 
divided his waves : But when they came to the beauteous 
Troy, — in long order, they moved, o*er the flrand. They 

came 
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came where the veflels of Phthia, — were placed, afliore, 
round the matchlefs Achilles. Near the chief, as he 
groaned amain, — flood, confefled, his mother divine. 
Shrill rofe the fudden voice of her grief. She feized the 
drooping head of her fon : And, mournful^ with winged 
words began : " Why weeps, my fon beloved ? What for- 
row has invaded thy foul ? Speak. Conceal not ought of 
thy grief. All has been accompliflied by Jove. Thy 
prayer has been granted by him: Thy vows, with up- 
lifted hands. Thfc Ar^ves have been driven to their {hips; 
Th4;y have felt thy deep lofs o'er their lines : Much they 
have fuffered, for the wrongs of my fon." 

Deep-sighing from his inmoft foul, — the great Achilles 
replied : " O. mother divine I All these awfiil Jove has 
performed. — But what plealure derive I from these ? Since 
fallen is my friend beloved I Since, in death, lies the hap- 
iefs Patroclus ? Whom I honoured the moft of mankind I 
Whom I loved more than life! Him I loft. He<5i:or, 
who flew, fpoiled the flain. H e ftript him of m y fplen- 
did arms : M y large, beauteous, and wondrous arms 1 
The bright gift of the gods to Peleus : On that fatal day, 
when thee they placed — in the bridal hall of a mortal 
man. Would I That ftill thou had'ft remained, — among 
the deathlefs nymphs of the foamy main : Would I That 
the fteed-ruling Peleus — had wedded a mortal fpoufe. 

E e 2 But 
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But THEB he wedded : And heavy grief lies dark, on thy 
bread divine. Thou forefec'ft the coming death of thy 
fon': Him thou never (halt receive : Returning back to- 
•his native land. Nor wifhes my foul for life. I defire- 
not to be prefent with men : Unlefs Heftor, fubdued in 
the fight, — ^fhall pour forth his foul round my (pear : And' 
give to M E the vengeance due, for the fell of the fon o£ 
Menatius." 

To the hero bright Thetis replied : Wide-pouring; 
warm tears on her cheek : ** Soon muft thou fall, my fon \i 
If thou fpeak'ft the defigns of thy foul. Straight, after 
Hedor divine, — difmal fate hovers, o*er thee, my fon I" — 
" Straight let me die I " He faid : " Since the fates have 
denied to mine arm,— to ward oiF death from iny friend 
moft-beloved I Diftant far, from his native land, — the 
warrior fell, in his blood. Me he wanted, when he fell! 
Me, who ought to turn evil away. But now, as never I 
muft return, — never vifit my native land ; As I faved not 
the life of Patroclus : As I turned not death from the reft 
of my friends : Who, many and brave, lie fubdued, — be-r 
neath the hands of Hector divine. But here I fit, at my 
(hips : Opprefs, with ufelefs weight, the earth. Here, 
fuch as I am, I fit : Though the firft of the Argives in 
arms. — But others in council are more renowned."— 

. . « But 
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« B u T , perifli ftrife among the gods I Let it perifh, 
among mankind 1 Blotted be wrath from the world : 
And rage, that leads aftray the wife. More pleaiing than 
hoacyy dropping flow — revenge pours itfelf, on the hearts 
of men. But fbon it darkly grows within t And fpreads, 
like a cloud, o*ier the foul. To fuch wrath, to fuch 
dreadful revenge,— the king of men had driven my foul. 
But let me these forget with the pafl r Though flill my 
wrongs, mix with grief in my foul. Dire necefllty com.- 
mands : and fbrrow afcends o'er my wrath." 

" But, now, I will rufh to the field. I will find dread- 
ful Hedor in fight ; the deflroyer of the friend, whom I 
loved ! Then, with joy, will I meet my death : When 
ever it pleafes Jo vie — and the other immortal gods. Nor 
the flrength, nor unequalled force:— of mighty Hercules 
could fhield him from fate : Though the dearefl of all his 
fbns, — to the foul of Saturnian Jove. H i m deftrudive fate 
fubdued' — and the dire wrath of the awful Juno.. Thus, 
- — if like HIS is my fate, — ^fhall I lie extended, in death. 
But, while yet I live, my renown fhall arife. I will force 
fbme Trojan fair, — fome deep>bofbmed Dardanian dame, 
•!— to tear berth her lovely cheeks, with her hands : To 
pour her bright tears from her eyes,— to heave, with 
fighs, her fnow-white hreafl. The foe ihall, in their 

{Qrrow,, 
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ibrrow, feel : That I have long abflained, from the fight. 
I go. Prevent me not, in thy love. Me thcJu ikalt never 
perfuade." 

To him replied the bright- moving Thetis : " Truth, 
attends thy words, my fon. Not unworthy of thee 
the defign,— of aiding thy loved friends in diftrefs : Of 
turning deftrudlion away. But the Trojans retain thine 
arms : Thy brazen, thy far-beaming arms 1 These 
Hedor illuftrious in fight, — bears aloft, exulting in foul. 
But foon {hall he ceafe to exult. Near him hovers- deftruc- 
tive death. But thou, avoid to enter the field : To mix 
thyfelf, with the tumults of Mars : Till m e thou (halt 
fee returned: Till, confefled, I appear to thine eyes. 
With morning I fhafl return : When the fun exalts his 
beams on the world : Bearing, in my hands, bright 
arms, from Vulcan, for arts renowned." 

She fpoke : And turned her fteps from her fon. To her 
fitters of ocean, {he faid : " You, O fifters, defcend, — 
beneath the rolling waves of the main. Re-vifit the aged 
Nereus. Return to the halls of your Sire. Tell him all 
the woes of Thetis. I, to lofty Olympus, afcend. I 
afcend, through the veering winds, — to Vulcan renowned 
in the arts: To obtain from his hands divine, — bright- 
beaming arms, for my gallant foi^.*' — She fpoke. They 

obeyed 
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obeyed her voice. They dived, beneath the wayes of the 
main. To Olympus afcended, on winds, — the form 
divine of bright-footed Thetis : To bring fplendid arms, 
for her fon beloved. 

To Olympus the goddefs afcends. But the Argives^ 
with tumult, with noife, — are driven, by the force of 
the flaying King t By HeAor divine, in his arms. They 
fled amain. He hung on their flight : Till to their hoi- 
low fliips, they came: To the Hellelpont's founding 
fliore. Nor yet had the Argives in arms, — borne Patron 
clus, beyond the darts : The fallen friend of the great 
fbn of Peleus. Again, the foe came up with the corfe. 
The foot, the cars, great Hedor came : The fon of god- 
like Priam came, — like the force of devouring flame. 
Thrice the illuftrious Hedlor — feized, by the foot, the 
dead : With eager hopes to drag him to Troy : Loud 
fwelled his awful voice to the Trojans. But thrice the 
two godlike Ajaces,-: — cloathed, each, in impetuous va- 
lour, — repelled the chief with force, from the flain: 
Unceafing, trufting to his ftrength, now, he bounds amain 
through the crowd : Now, ftanding, he rears his dread- 
ful voice ; But never yields one fl:ep to the foe. 

As fliepherds, that watch the night in the field, — fail 
to force, with all their ftrength, — the fierce lion, from the 

carcafcj 
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carcafe, away: When hunger has invaded him whole. 
So failed the two warlike Ajaces,— though burning, in 
their bumiflied arms, — to frighten He(ftor, the fon of 
Priam, — ^from the corfe of Patroclus flain. Even yet he 
iiad borne it away : And covered his arms, with mighty 
renown : Had not the wind-footed Iris— defcended to the 
fon of Peleus. Swift, fhe defcended, from fnow-crowned 
Olympus, — ^to urge the hero forth to the fight. Unknown 
to Jove and all the gods, — fhe was fent by the white- 
armed Juno. Near the chief, confeffed, fhe ftood. With 
winged words, (he thus began : 

** Aris.e, fon of Peleus 1 Moft terrible of mankind, 
arife ! Carry aid to thy loved Patroclus : In whofe caufe 
•dreadful conteft afcends. Before the navy burns the fight. 
With mutual wounds, they fall amain. The foes contend, 
with all their force, — for the corfe of thy fallen friend. 
They wifti to drag him, from the fhips, — to lofty Ilium, 
<cxpofed to the winds. The Trojans ruih, with eager ipeed. 
Illuftrious Hedor burns the moft,— r-to feize the flain. 
To cut the head, from the tender neck : To fix it, aloft, 
on a ftake. Arife, O chief, and fave thy friend. Linger 
no longer. Arife. Diihonour, fhame fliall whelm thy foul: 
Should Patroclus, whom thou loved'ft — become the fport 
of the dogs of Troy. If the flain fliall fulFer dilgrace, — 
that difgrace is wholly thine.*' 

I « Who, 
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"Who, goddefs Iris I" replied the chief : " Who fent 
thee, from heaven to mine ear ?** — " From Juno, I defi:end, 
through the winds;" Various Iris to Achilles began: 
^* I come to thine ear from heaven, from the high-re- 
nowned confort of Jove : Unknown to the. fon of Saturn, 
who fits aloft : To all the other deathlefs gods ; Who 
dwell on Olympus with fummits of fnow."—- " How can 
I iflue to war ?" Replied the mighty fon of Peleus. 
** How can I ifllie to the fight? The foes pofiefs my 
fplendid arms. My mother divine forbade me to arm. 

» • * 

She forbade me to take the field : Till again fhe returned 
to mine eyes. She promifed, from Vulcan, to bring, — 
beauteous arms, the work of the god. Nor know I any 
warrior of Argos,-^whofe arms will fit my limbs in fight : 
Except the feven-fold, fpacious fhield— of the great Tela- 
monian Ajax. But he himfelf, engaged I deem, — ^ftrides 
large in the front of the line : Piling heaps on heaps the 
flain : In the caufe of the fallen Patroclus." 

To HIM the wind-footed Iris : ** To u s well known 
is thy ftate. We know the foe retains thine arms. But, 
even naked, repair to the trench. The Trojans may 
behold thee and fear. They may abftain, at the fight, 
from the ftrife. The fons of Greece, opprefled in fight, — 
will breathe, at leaft, from their toils : And fmall the 
refpite, that iaids not in war.** — Thus faying, fhe mixed 
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-widi the winds. AcfaiQcs xofe, bdorad of Jove t Pallas, 
xoiind ids^ fboviAcTs broad,*— ^aced high her gokkn- 
taiieUed Mpis, She wiupt his awFul head m a cloud, 
^il gold it in?oltv«d his brows. She liaised its top into- 
&r>&eti name. 

A s nJes a ^oak to the fky, — ^om a town ieen afar m 
an ifler When foes, with battle, furround its walls r 
When, all day, they uige the ccMiteft of Mars,— ^efcend- 
ing, from their city, in arms. But when the fun finks: 
down In the weil i Thick ariie the warning £res, on the 
hills. The iplendour gleams along the deep r That 
neighbouring ftates may the idgnal behold : That aid^ 
may come, in the veflels of Mars,— -to raife the iiege, to: 
fave the town. So from the head of Achilles,^ — the 
awful fplendour reached the &ies. He flood by the: 
trench, beyond the walL Nor yet mixed the chief, witb 
the Argives. He bore his mother's words, in his breafl.. 
He obeyed her commands divine. Therb landing, he. 
raifed his voice. Palks,. with her fhout^ Celled the 
found. She threw tumult and fear, 'midft the foe. 

As fhrilly-loud fwells the found on the winds,- 
when the clear voice of the trumpet afcends i Whea 
ruthlefs foes furround, with battle, a town : And roll 
amain their whole force,, on its walls. So fhrilly-loud. 

arofe 



i 



BooKXVm. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 219 

arole the ▼oice-r.-of the datintlefs {or of car-ruUng Pel<rus. 
But when the ioe heard, o*er their Ikies,*— thtf brazen 
voice of all'fubduing Achilles : The fouls of all {hrUfik 
with fear, in their breafts. The fteeds ftstfted, with d^ 
cxrdered manes. Back they turned their founding cart 2 
Prefaging difmal woes, in thdr fouls. The car<-bome 
chiefs, with panic Aruck,-^beheld the all-devouring fire : 
As, unwearied, it exerted its flame : Prom the head of 
the great fon of Peleus. Ceafelefs it rofe, on the winds : 
For blue-eyed Pallas had kindled the flame. 

Thrice^ above the trench, JM'ofe,-— the loud, dreadful 
voice of Achilles divine : Thrice diflurbed, o*er the 
lines,— are the Trojans and their allies renowned. Twelve 
of their braveft chiefs in arms,— or, overthrown were 
crufhed by their cars, — or pierced by their own fpears, 
lay in death. But the Ar^ves drew, from the reach of 
darts,— -the mangled corfe of the haplefs Patroclus, They 
placed him al<^t. on a bier. His friends beloved flood, 
wailing around. They bore him -away to their ihips. 
Great Achilles followed their fleps. Warm poured the 
dark tears, from his cheeks : When he faw his com- 
panion beloved, — lying pale, on the mournful -bier: When 
he beheld h i m, mangled with ileel : Him whom he 
fent on his fleeds,— on his car aloft, to the war : But 
never to receive him, again. 

F f 2 Juno, 
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Juno, graceful with large-rolling eyes,— now, fent 
the unwearied fun, — unwilling, to the waves of the 
main. His fplendid orb is funk in the weft. The god-r 
like Argives ceafe, from their toils r From the perils of 
bloody fight : From the labours of all-equalling war» 
The Trojans, on the other hand, — ^removed themfelves 
from the difmal fight: And loofed their rapid fteeds,. 
from their cars. To council they all convened : Ere yet 
the repaft was prepared. Standing, the frequent council- 
was held : None dared to fit down,: on the plain. 
Dreadful terror had feized the hoft : As great Achilles- 
had prefented his form, to their eyes : For long had thc- 
hero abftained, — from the bloody conteft of arms. To 
them the prudent Polydamas, — ^began to raife his warn- 
ing voice: The fon of the aged Panthous. He, only, 
of all the hoft, — fbrelaw the future, by weighing the 
paft : Of Hedor the faithful friend 1 On the fame night, 
were the heroes born. T h 1 s in council fuperior rofe : 
That much excelled his friend, at the fpear. With fouL 
devoted to the hoft, — the prudent Polydamas began :. 

" Weigh, with caution, our ftate, O friends ! To 
every fide fend the thoughts of your fouls. As for me,, 
I advife to retreat : This inftant to march to the town : 
Nor, here, to wait the morning divine ; on the field, 

near 
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near the {hips of the Argives : For diftant far, we remain, 
from our walls. Whilft thi-s man had retained his wrath :. 
Whilft he raged agaiaft Atrides divine ; lefs heavy was 
the weight of their arms : The Argives were lefs dread- 
ful in iight. I, then, rejoiced to pafi the night,— near 
the dark, hollow fhips of the foe.^ My hopes, then, to^ 
conqueft arofe : In thought, I faw their navy deftroyed." 



** But, now, other terrors arife. Much I dread the 
great fon of Peleus. Fierce, impatient is the foul of the 
chief. ,Nor he His valour will confine: he will not 
remain,, in His arms, — in the field where the Trojans and 
Argives- — have fong urged the fight, with mutual force : 
Where both have long tried the equal fortune of Mars. 
For the city the hero will fight : For our wives, for our 
tender dames. Let us, therefore, return to Troy. Obey 
my voice.- Believe my words. Night reftrains the Ion: 
of Peleus: he, only, yields to the night. divine. Should 
he find us remaining, here, — when, to-moirow, he iflues 
forth, in his arms: Some aNE wilL his prefence feel. 
Willing, he, who can efcape, from his. hands, — ^fhall, 
then, enter the facred Troy.. Many Trojans will,, thenj 
lie fubdued : The prey of vultures and beafb of prey. 
May, what I dread never happen to Troy I Let the fatal 
tele remain unheard by thefe ears." 
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*< But if wfi (hall obey my words: Though fore dif- 
mayed and mournful in foul : Through the night, we 
may, in council^ provide — for the defence of ourfelves 
and Troy. Our lofty tower* fhall proted the town : Our 
high gates repel the force of the foe : Our gates fitted, 
with mady planks, — Ictfig, polifhed and compa<£fced, with 
art. With morning, our towers we will man : And ftand 
in arms, on our lofty walls. With difadvantage^ if he 
comes, he fhall fight : Fruitlefs battle he fhall urge, round 
our town. Again the chief will return to his {hips : Af- 
ter tiring his high-maned fleed8,—-in various circles, cour- 
fing round our high walls. Though great his valour, he 
will never attempt — to force our gates. He can never 
Succeed. Firft our dogs fhall devour him, at Troy.'* 

4 

Sternly eying the prudent chief,-— thus replied the 
illuflrious Heftor : " Polydamas I" The hero faid : ** Dif- 
pleafing are thy words to my foul ! Doft thou advife us to 
return ? To {hut ourfelves again in our walls ? Is it not 
enough, O friends I That fo long we have been cooped, 
in our towers ? Heretofore, the world fuppofed : Man- 
kind, o*er their nations, deemed : That the lofty city of 
Priam,— was rich in gold and abounding- in brafs. But, 
now, they are perifhed, from our halls : Our wealth, laid 
up with care, is fled. Our precious (lores are borne from 
hence, — ^to Phrygia, to the pleafing Maeonia. Our bar- 

3 tered 
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-t»ed wealdi is fled afar : Skioe the wradi of great Jove 

" But, now, that the ion o£ prudent Saturn-— gtyes 
gforf to mtoe arms, at the ihip9 : Now, that the foe ifi 
fubdued r That the Argives are (imt in to their main ^ 
Thoxj-— But ceafe, imprudent man I Diifaerie not thv £bars,. 
throu^ the lioft. None of the Trojans will hear—- 1 will 
NOT {Ta££er them to hear. But Men all. Attend to my 
words. Let aH obey the relbbes of my (bul. Prepare 
the fupper, through the hoft» Let the army, by thei^ 
tribes, take repsA» Kemember the nightly guard. Watch 
all, in your martial arms. Let whoever of the Tiiojans,«n» 
is anxious to prefbrve his wealth : Let him bring it forth, 
(&om his hoards. Let the army fhare it all. Better, that 
friends -(hould his riches ei^oy: Than that foes ithould 
them, as ^il..'* 



»c With morning, with the earlieft light, — ^marjQiaUed 

thick in beaming arms : Wb fhall wake the dread^l 

fight, — before the hoUow fhips of the foe. If in truth, 

the hero is xouzed : If Achilles divine defcends to the 

£ght : More grievous it will be for him. I fhall not ihun 

him in the iield. I will oppole him, hiand to hand. Or 

H E fhall mighty honoiu- gain : Or renown fhall cover my 

^ear. Mars is an impartial god» Hb often the flayer 

flays." 

THua 
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Thus fpoke the illuftripu^s HeQ»r. The Trojans 
fhouted, o'er their hoil. Imprudent men I But Pallas had 
diftrac^ied their fouls. They aflented to HeAor divine : 
^is pernicious counfels obeyed. To Polydamas liflened 
none : Though wholefome, though wife his advice. They, 
at length, took repaft through the hoft. — But the Argives, 
throughout the long night, raifed the voice of grief for the 
fallen Patroclus. To them the fon of godlike Peleus, — 
deep-groaning began the wo. He laid his flau^tering 
hands,— on the breaft of his friend beloved : While fre- 
quent groans role, broken, from the depth of his foul. As 
a lion, with .flowing mane — ^whole whdps the wandering 
liunter has feized : Bearing therti away, from the thick- 
waving grove. He is faddened, when too late he returns. 
O'er many deep vallies he ftrays : Tracing the fteps of 
the man. Much he wifhes the robber to find. Deftruc- 
tive rage feizes whole his fierce foul. So deeply-groaning, 
•from his breaft^ — the hero, thus, began to his friends : 



<( 



Vain was the promife, ye gods I Which I made, on 
that fatal day : When I confirmed, in his lofty halls,— 
the foul of the hero Menaetius. I told the chief that to 
Opuntia — his high renowned fon fliould return : Laden 
with his portion of fpoil : After Ilium lay in ruins on 
earth. But Jove performs not, in all, — the vain hopes of 
defigning man. W e both were ordained, by the fates,— 

to 
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to redden earth, with out waftiag bones : Hiere, fogethfr, 
in (acred Troy I Nor me returning to his halls, — ^ihall the 
car-ruling Peleiw receive. The aged (hall hot receive his 
.fon:,Nor Thetis, brightening into joy. Her£ I am 
^eftined to fall. Hsre earth fhall rife o'er ray head." 

" But fince thee I furvive, O Patroclus ! Since later^ 
I defcend to the grave : I will not cover thy corfe with 
earth: Till, hither, I fhall bring in these hands, — the 
head, the bright arms of Hedor ; Thy magnanimous 
flayer, in war. Twelve youths I wijl alio flay,— r-a bloody 
offering at thy pyre : Twelve Trojans, from parents re- 
nowned I Such the wrath, which invades my foul ! Mean- 
time, thou, thus, flialt lie in death,^ — in ji^ournful fliate 
before the fliips. Around thy corfe the daughters of 
Troy : And deep-bofomed Dardanian dames,— — fhall, o'er 
thee, rear their mourning voice I Night and day, fludl 
defcend their tears. Our bright conquefls in war fl^iali 
mourn : The maids, whom in arms, we acquired : Wj^le 
wealthy ftates fell fubdiixed, by our ^ieadly fpears." 

Thus Ipc^e the ion pf Peleus divine. He commandetl 
his friends beloved : . To furround a hvige caldron with 
flame : To wafli the hlood, . from the haplefs Patroclus, 
His friends obeyed his great command. They placed a^ 
tripod on the high-flaming fire. They poured the water. 

Vol. n. G g ia 
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in its. womb. Beneath it, blazed the gathered wood. 
The flame embraced the tripod round. Hot, within the 
founding brafs, — foon the bubbling water fwelled. Thej 
bathed the corfe, with eager fpeed. They anointed the 
flain, with oil. With precious ointment, next, they 
filled — the gaping wounds of the haplefs chief. They 
placed him, on a bed of ftate : With fine linen covered 
from head to foot: Spreading o*er him a fnow-white 
Tobe. The Myrmidons, with great Achilles, — ^wept down 
the night, around their friend: And breathed their 
mournful fighs o'er the dead. 

Now, Jove in his refplendent halls, — thus addrefled his 
filler and fpoufe : " At length, thy ardent wifli prevails ! 
Juno, graceful with large rolling eyes 1 Thou hafl rouzed 
the all-fubduing Achilles. Born of thee feem the Argive 
powers : Them, thou guard'fl, with a parent's care."— 
<* Unjuft fon of Saturn 1" Replied the queen : " What 
words have efcaped, from thy lips ? All this might man 
to man perform ; Man ! here to-day I To-morrow gone I 
Death-devoted, unknowing and blind 1 Why, therefore, 
fhould I fail in this ? I, who juilly boaft myfelf, — to be 
the firfl of the daughters of heaven ! In birth, in place, 
in power, in all f Thy fpoufe I am alfo called : And thou 
reign'ft o'er the deathlefs gods. Ought I not then to pre- 
vail? 
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vail ? To be revenged, in my wrath, on Troy ?" — ^Thus^ 
they in the halls of Jove ! 

But the bright-moving Thetis, — came to Vulcan*s 
lofty dome : Immortal, ftarry, brazen, bright, — noble, 
even among the gods : The work of his own deathlefs 
hands. There {he found the labouring power. From 
bellows to bellows he ftrode. The whole god is exerted 
in toil. Twenty tripods he .was framing, with /kill: To 
grace the walls of his high-built dome. Beneath each, 
golden wheels he had placed : Self-moving, they feemed 
to live. They could enter of their accord, — the bright 
aflembly of the gods : Then, wonderous to. fee ! Return- 
to the halls of the workman divine. Unfinifhed they ftill 
remained : Unfitted yet, with handles of gc^d. Thefe 
the god prepared with fkill : Already the fluds he had 
forged.. 

Whilst thefe he was framing with care : Whilll rofe 
the work to the thoughts of his foul. To his lofty donie 
approached, — the bright-footed daughter of aged Nereus* 
Her the beauteous grace beheld, — ^the bright Ipoufe of the 
artift divine. Forth, in all her charms, fhe moved : In 
fillets, binding her waving locks. She feized the lovely 
hand of Thetis : And, thus, with winged words, began : 
" Why comes the long-robed Thetis ? Why com'ft thou 

G g a ta 
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to our lofty halls ? Revered and beloved, as thou art ? 
Few were thy vifits, heretofoie 1 But follow. EntcTy 
goddefs, the dome : And take the friendly feaft, from my • 
hands." — Thus (he fpoke and led the way, — among the 
daughters of heaven divine ! H e r (he placed, on a throne 
of ftate,— diftinguiflied, with ftuds of gold : Beauteous, 
high-laboured with art. Beneath her feet a footftool arofe. 
His fpoufe called the artift divine. " Advance, Vulcan, 
withfpeed;" (he faid: " Bright Thetis thine aid de- 
mands.** 

To HER the artift renowned replied ; ** Truly, awful^ 
in mine eyes, is the queen I Much revered the bright 
power, in my halls I She preferved me, when whdmted 
in diftrefs : When I fell from the 'lofty &y-,— -^om the 
proud hands of my mother divine : Who fafw tne lame : 
And wifhed to conceal her child. Then had I borne many 
woes, in my foul : If Eurynom^, if the bright-moving 
Thetis, — had not me on their bofom received : Eurynom^, 
gentle, divine, — the daughter of refluent Ocean. With 
THEM, nine years, I dwelt, concealed. I framed, for both, 
many beauteous toys : Clafps, bracelets, and chains of ^old. 
In a cavern I lay concealed : 0*er hie rolled the rufhing 
force of the main : Loud murmuring and burfling in foam. 
Nor any other of the gods, — nor of men devoted to death : 
None, but Thetis and Eurynome,* — who (aved me, knew 

my 
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my retreat. But, iiow, the queen is eome to my halls : 
And mie it much becomes to rep^, — the price g( fafety 
to the kmg'haired Thetis. But thou, pkce before the 
bright queen,— the feaft divine high-garniftied with care : 
Whilft I my bellows difpofe : And lay afide my (hining 
tools," 

He iaid : And, from his anvil divine,-— large, arofe 
the ardent power. Limping, he flowly moved. His 
feeble feet fail the fteps of the god. His roaring bellows, 
he removed. He laid alide his fliining tools. He laid 
them colle^ed with care, — ^within a cheft, of filver formed. 
He wiped, with a iponge, his face, his hands — his ftrong 
finewy neck, — 'his broad hairy breaft. O'er his iKoulders, 
he threw his robe. The huge fcepter he took in his grafp': 
And, limping, hdd forward his courfe. 

Two damfels, formed of gold, with firm fteps — fuf* 
tained the king, as he movied along. Like living maids, 
in youth they feemed : Nor wanting, in their breaft, was 
a foul. Force and voice they alfo poilefled. The death- 
lefs gods had taught them their arts. Thefe went careful 
by the fide of their king. With difficult fteps he moved. 
To Thetis the god, at length, approached : Where ftie 
fat, on her far-fliining throne. He feized her bright 
hand, as he came t And thus began, with winged words : 

2 ««Why 
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** Why comes the long-robed Thetis ? Why com' ft thou 
to our lofty halls ? Revered and beloved as thou art : Few 
were thy vifits, heretofore \ Speak all the defires of thy 
foul. My mind bids me to obey thee, in all : If I can 
perform thy commands : If thy commands can, in aught, 
be performed." 

To him replied the penfive Thetis. Diffolved, in tears> 
the queen began : *' O Vulcan I Is there any power,-— 
any goddefS in heaven's high halls ? Who is equally 
wretched with me? Who has borne half the griefs in my 
foul ? Is there any, whom Satumian Jove — ^has; covered 
with woes like mine ? Me only of the daughters of 
Ocean, — he fubmitted to the arms of a man. He gave 
me, much unwilling, to Peleus. I fuftained a mortal's 
hated embrace. He, beneath the weight of years, — lies 
fubdued in his own high halls." 

"But Jove has raifed other woes to my foul. He gave 
me, in his wrath^ a fon. I bore him, I reared him, with 
care. The firft of heroes, he rofe from my hands.. He 
flourifhed, like a plant, in my fight. Him I raifed, with 
anxious mind : Like a fair-ipreading oHve, in a fertile 
fpot of land. I fent him, in his ihips to Ilium : To urge, 
with the Trojans the war. Him I fent — deftined never 
to receive him again : Never to receive him returned, — ^in 

the 
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the lofty halls of his father Peleus. But, to add to my 
bitter woes : While yet he lives, while yet he beholds — 
the fplendid light of the fun,~.he is fad 1 Nor can I aid 
him, though grieved in my foul." 

** The beauteous fair, whom his valour had won: 
Whom the Argives had ailigned, for his prize : Her the 
far- commanding Atrides — took, by force, from the hero's 
arms. Sorrowing for this dire difgrace : He wafted down 
his foul, with wo. The Trojans drove the Greeks to 
their fhips : They confined them, in their camp, with 
their fpears. The chiefs of Greece, imploring came': 
They offered many gifts to appeafe his foul. Unmoved lit 
heard all their requefts : And refufed to turn deftrudion 
away. But he cloathed his friend in his arms. He fent 
Patroclus to fight for the Argives ; And poured around a 
mighty force of his friends. All day, they fought before 
the town. They urged their fpears at the Scaean gate : 
And then the proud city had fallen: If Apollo, fpread- 
ing ilaughter amain, — had not flain the great fon of 
Menaetius : And given glory to Hedlor divine." 

** For this I come to thy facred knees : For my fbn, I 
prefer my requeft : My fliort-lived, death-devoted fbn I I 
claim from thine art a fhield — a fhining helm, a breaft- 
plate and greaves — joined, beauteoufly, before, with 

bright 
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bright clkfps. Thefe I beg, from thy hands divine^ 
■Subdued by the Trcgans, his iriend— 1<^ his armS) "^n 
the dreadful 6ght. For this, forrow has invaded his foul. 
He lies, in bitter grief, on the ground I" 

To her replied the artifl divine : ** Confide in thy foul, 
O Thetis 1 Difpel the gloom, which fits deep, on thy 
bread. Would I that with equal ea^e, — I could hide 
him, from hoarfe-fbunding death, — ^frt>m the fate which 
impends o^er his life : As I fhall on the chief, beAow 
ftich beauteous, fuch bright-beaming arnzs,-'— as {hall caile 
the envy and wonder of all.'* 

THtrs ftying, he left the bright queen. To his roar- 
ing bellows, the god retired. He turned them, right on 
the glowing forge. He bade them to blow amain. On 
twenty furnaces they blew : Ut^g forth therr enlivening 
winds. Now high, now low, as fuits the god: They 
pour a tempeft or gently they breathe. He placed in the 
fire, invincible brafs. There he placed tin and high- 
valued gold. He threw bright filver in the flame. On 
Its block, the huge anvil he placed. The heavy hammer 
he gra^t, in one hand : In the other,, he feized the 
tongs. 

First he fcaroed the Q)ac(ous fhield: l/argc, fbfid 
and br^ht to the -eye. With various, curious works, he 

adorned 
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«dorned the orb. He rolled a triple circle around the 
verge. Dazzling (hone the whole to the fight : As high 
•it hung, on its filver chain. Five plates form the ample 
orb. On the furface, many wonders arofe : Re(j)onfive 
to the thoughts of his foul. 

There he placed the earth and heavens : There he 
rolled the huge waves of the main. He kindled there, 
the unwearied fun : The moon he lighted, o'er all her 
orb. He reared the beams of all the ftars : That crown 
the broad concave of heaven, with lire. There the 
pleiads and the hyads he framed : There the ftrength of 
the bright orion. He placed . aloft the fplendid bear,-— 
called the wain, by mortal men : Bright he revolves in 
the north, — ^pointing his flant beam to orion. H e alone 
of all heaven's hoft — ^bathes not his fires in the main. 

Two cities he framed, in the fhield : Well-peopled 
and fair to the eye. In one, the nuptial feafls are fpread : 
The folemn pomp of connubial rites. From their cham- 
bers iflue forth the bright brides. With flaming torches 
they are led through the flreets : And joyful Hymen is 
rouzed, with repeated noife. The youthful dancers, 
form the glad ring. In the center, — the pipe and the 
lyre— emit their lovely founds, on the wind. Women, 
each in her own high porch, — ^admiring fland, in all their 
charms. 

Vol. II. H h To 



23+ TlfE ILIAD OF HOMER. Book XVIII. 

To the forum rufhed tht people, in crowds. Therr 
a fubjeA of ftrife arofe. Two men contend for a fine :. 
The price of blood, for a townfman flain. The one 
declares to the people aloud, — that, in all, he the debt 
had difcharged : The other eagerly denies — that ought he. 
had eyer received. Each hopes to prove, with witnefs, 
his charge. Both wifh to bring the fuit to its cad* The 
people fliout, on either fide : Divided in opinion between.. 
The heralds command them to fit down. Within the 
iacred circle, the aged — fat, awful, on polifiied flones.. 
Each elder grafps, within his hand,- — a loud-voiced- 
herald*s fcepter divine. With thefe, they rife in their 
place : And, alternate, their judgment give. In the 
middle of the circle lay — two talents of high-valued gold :• 
The reward to be given to him, — ^who the beft fhould 
adjudge the caufe. 

% 

Around the other city are formed — two armies clad in 
burnifhed fteel. With joint force, they befiege the place. 
The:r councils are divided in twain. This wiflies to 
deftroy the town : That, to divide with the foe — ^all 
the wealth, which its walls contain. Nor yet the townf- 
men yield in ought. For the ambufii, in fecret they arm* 
Their wives beloved defend the walls : Their infants of 
tender years,— their elders, wafted down with age. The 
young warriors ifliie forth to the field. Mars and Pallas 

lead 
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lead them forward in arms. Both of gold are the powers 
divine : In golden robes they both are clad. Beauteous 
and tall, in their arms, — confpicuous, as is meet for the 
gods : Lefs in fize are the people behind. 

But when the \yarriors came to the place : Where 
beft it feemed the ambufli to lay : Near the river, — the 
wonted watering-place of the flocks j — There they fat, 
covered over, with burniflied fteel. Apart, from the 
troops in arms, — two Icouts fat, diftintSt on a hill. They 
watched the coming forth of the flieep : The motions of 
the horned beeves. Straight they moved on to the ftream. 
Two (hepherds followed, behind : Pleafing their carelefs 
fouls, with the tuneful reed : Nor open foe they dread in 
ought — nor latent ambufh they fear. Forth ruih the 
foes, at the fight. They drive away the herd of beeves : 
The beauteous flock of fiiow-white flieep : The fliepherds 
they lay flain, in their blood. 

Soon to the ears of the foe — come the tumult and 
noife from the herd. Sitting in council they hear — and 
mount, at once, their bounding fteeds. Forward they 
rufli, on full fpeed. Straight they come up with the foe. 
Deep-formed on each fide, they fight. The river's banks 
are floating with blood. They pierce each other, with 
brazen fpears. There, all-bloody difcord flalks : Therte 
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is Tumult, there nithlefs Fate. One holds alive a blfced- 
ing foe : One a warrior untouched enflaves : The thiri> 
drags, through the fight, by the foot — a fallen youth — 
recently flain. From the (houlders of the gtim form, — 
flows a robe deep^ftaincd with blood. Like living men, 
they ftrode, through war : And dragged,^ alternately, the 
{lain to each line. 



The god placed, on the beauteous fliield,— a fertile 
field of fallowed land : Spacious, thrice plowed with the 
fhining {hare. Many hinds were employed, o*er its face :: 
Bending, to and fro, the plough. When, returning, in; 
the furrow they came— >to the end of the beauteous field!:: 
In their hands, a man, advancing, placed^ — the flowing 
cup of generous wine. They drank and renewed their 
toil. Each to his own deep furrow retired : Eager to> 
fini{h his ta{k, — to reach the utmo{l bounds of the fal- 
lowed field. The foil darkned behind their {leps : And', 
though in gold, feemed turned by the plough : Such, the 
wonders of the arti{l divine I 

Another field arofe, near, on the orb. Ihclo{ed it 
feemed and laden with flanding corn. The reapers floodj 
in rows, at its end. The {harp fickles gleamed bright in 
their hands. Thick and in order fell, — ^the golden ears, 
on the face of the ground^ Some youths, behind the 

reapers 
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reapers moved,— -and bound the yellow {heaves, with care. 
Three men rouze the gatherers to toil. Behind, boys 
clafp the fheaves in their arms,— too fhort to gripe them, 
quite around. Silent, in the midft flood the king. He 
ftretched his fcepter— o'er the long order of fheaves : 
Secret gladnefs lights it« flame in his foul. The heralds) 
apart, beneath the oak, — prepare the rural fcafl, with 
fpeed. A fatted ox lies flain, on the earth. They drefs 
the banquet, with eager care. The maids, for the reapers, 
prepare the repafl:. Kneading the dough of various 
flour. 



Next, he formed of high-valued gold^r— a vineyard 
laden with beauteous grapes. Dark, in fruit, fpread the 
heavy boughs. They lean in order,, on filver poles.. 
Around he funk an azure fofs: A wall of tin arofe 
around. One fole path to the vineyard led: Through 
which the loaded labourers moved, — ^when the feafbn of 
vintage came. There little girls and infant boys,— held 
bafkets in their tender hands : And, eager,, bore the 
pleafing fruit. In the midfl of thefe flood a beauteous 
youth. He waked the pleafing voice of the lyre : And 
joined the firing, with his tuneful voice. They, flriking 
the earth, with alternate feet, — ^followed his fleps, in the 
dance,—- <uid joined, with warbling voice, his fbng. 

The 
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The god raifcd, on the fplendid ihkld, — the lofty 
heads of a herd of beeves. The oxen were framed of 
gold,— of tin, that fhone bright to the eye With hollow 
lowings, they iffue forth, from the field,^— to paftures 
green, that lie afar : Beyond the courfe of a founding 
ftream, — ^whofe banks are thick-covered with reeds. Be- 
hind the oxen, as they went, — ^four herdfmen in,oved, 
in burnifhed gold. Nine dogs trod behind, in their 
fteps. Two dreadHil lions, in the front of the herd,— - 
feized a bellowing bull, in their rage : Deep-Soaring he 
is dragged, by their jaws. The youths and hoimds, 
■with loud clamour, purfue. But the favages tear his 
tough hide. They drink his blood and his entrails devour. 
The herdfmen in vain lend their aid : They urge for- 
ward, in vain, their hounds. To bite the lions they 
all avoid. They turn, they fhun, then near they ftand : 
And, with their barking, they rend the winds. 

Next the artift divine, on the orb, — ^placed green paf- 
tures and beauteous groves. A numerous flock of white 
fheep (pread amain, ftalls, cottages, folds arife. Near 
thefe he formed the graceful dance: Such as Daedalus 
framed of old, — ^in the wide fields of the Cretan Cnoflus, — 
for Ariadn^ with long heavy locks. There aAive 
youths and bright blooming maids, — tript, hand in hand, 

with 



BooitXVIIt* THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 239 

t 

with meafured ftcpsv The flight robes of these of linen 
were framed : The tight vefts of those flione, glofly, — - 
well fitting their ihapes. These word, on their flowing 
locks, — bright coronets of flaming gold. On the fides of 
THOSE hung gc4den. fwords, — from belts,, diflinguifhed 
with filver ftuds. In a circle they moved amain : Lighr- 
tript their well-taught feet, in the ring : As when the pot« 
ter, having formed his broad wheel, — ^tries whether, it 
roUk with eafe : Scarce feen are the (pokes, as they fly- 
Sometimes they break from the ringi — and wind, alternate,^ 
as they trip, through their lines. The people crowd,, 
round the beauteous dance : And enjoy the graceful fteps,. 
as they rife. Two tumblers throw themfelves in the 
midft r Beginning their feats with fbng; 

Round the utanoft verge of the high- wrought orb,- 
the artift divine poured amain— the mighty ftrength of the 
ocean's ftream. But when he had finifhed the won- 
d&rous fliield : Large, folid and bright to the eye : He 
framed the breaft- plate. — more dazzling than the fplen-^ 
dour of pureft flame. He formed, the ftrong helmet, with 
fpeedtt Fitting the awful brows of the chief : Bright, beau- 
teous, adorned with art. Above, flione the high creft of 
gold. Of dudile tin he framed the greaves, — for the 
manly legs of the flaying king. — When the sa-ms weje 

finiflied 
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finiiked all — by the hands of Vulcan renowned : He laid 
them founding at the feet of the queen. Like a hawk 
ihe flew down^ on the winds,—- fiom high Olympus, 
with fummits <of fnow : Bearing, from the artift divine^-— 
the far- beaming arms of her ion. 
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AURORA, clad in faiFron-robe-— rofc bright from 
the ocean's dream : To bring light to the powers 
divine, to mortals devoted to death. To the fhips came 
the bright-moving Thetis, — bearing the radiant gifts of 
the god. She found her fon beloved — (pread, large, on 
the corfe of Patroclus. Mournful rofc the hero's groans ! 
Many, around, were his friends, in their tears. Bright, 
in the mid ft, flood confefled, — the deathlefs daughter of 
aged Nereus. She feized the hand of her fon,— and, thus, 
with winged words, began : 

" O MY fon beloved I Let us, though grieved in our 

fouls — cleave Patroclus to reft in death : Since ilain he 
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lies, b)r the will of the gods. But thou, receive from 
my hands, — the fplendid gifts of the artift divine : The 
bright-beaming arn» of Vulcan, — fuch as mortal never 
wore, in the fight.** 

Thus fpoke the bright-moving Thetis. She placed the 
arms, at the feet of Achilles. The high-wrought prefcnts 
of the god, — ^re^nded, as they fell, on the ground. ' Sud- 
den terror feized the Myrmidons all. None fuflained to 
behold the bright arms. All, frightened, they fled amain. 
But, when Achilles beheld them, on earth. Deftrudive 
rage pervaded his foul. Deep, below his fcouling lids — 
dreadful burnt his fierce eyes, like a flame. With horrible 
joy, he turned in his hands,r-=^the deadly gifts of the artifl 
divine. But when he had fed his great {bul, — ^with fur- 
veying the high-wrought arms : Straight he hi» mother 
addrefledy— >with winged words, like thefe : 



'< O MOTHER revered ! The power has given — ^arms' 

worthy of his deathlefs hands. In all, they feem the 

work of the gods : Not of man, devoted to death 1 Now, 

I afliime thefe arms divine. But much I fear, for my 

fallen friend : For the corfe of the fon of Menaetius : Lefl: 

the flies, through the fteel-opened wound, — ^fliould enter 

and, begetting worms,— defile the form> that feemed, 

once, divine. The light fpirit is mixed, with the winds i 

And the body muft yield to decay." 

« My 
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" My fpn!*' Replied the bright-moving Thetis: 
** Drive thcfe cares, from thy mighty foul. I will try 
to turn, from their prey, — the buzzing nations, that 
feed, on the flain. Though, here, in death, he fhould 
lie a whole year, h lodog (hali his body remain — incor- 
nipted, and frefh, as in lilc. But thou, arife, my ion 
beloved. Convene to council the heroes of Argps. Re- 
nounce thy wrath to Agamemnon; the ihepherd of 
his people in war. Then arm, with (peed, for the diead- 
ful £gkt. Cloath thyiHf in thy valour and flay." 

Thus faying, (he breathed in his breaft, — the matchlefs 
force of a daring foul. Through the nofkils of the fal- 
len Pati'-oclus,— ^die InftHled amibrafia and ine<ftar .divine : 
To fave, stncorrupted, the corfe of the chief. Aloo^ the 
{hor<e of the roaring main,-— ftrode forward Acbitlee -divine. 
Dreadful rofc the loud voice of the king. He rouzed to 
<x>uncil the heroes c£ Argos. From wing to wing the 
army heard. Even thoie, who before had remsuned, se- 
mote from ibattle, at the fliips of the Argives : The pi- 
lots, who led them o'er ocean : Thofe, who held the 
helms on the main : Thofe, to whom the ftores were in 
charge : The difpei^ors of provifions and wine : Even 
THESE to the affembly moved : As great Achilles again 
appeared : For long the hero had abflained, from the 

fight. 

I i 2 Halting, 
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Halting, moving onward with paiii, — came two fierce 
followers of Mars : The fo» of Tydetis, in battle re- 
nowned, — and Ulyfles of prudence divine. Leaning on 
their fpears they came : Still their wounds (hot pains, 
through their limbs. In the front of the council, they 
fat. Laft of all came the king of men r Opprefled, with 
the wound, which in fight, — ^was inflided by the fon of 
Antenor : By the fpear of the warlike Coon. But,, when, 
to one place, were convened,— the Ions of Argos, from 
all theii* tribes : In the midfl arofe the great Achilles ;: . 
And, thus, the hero began : 

"Son of Atreus! Better far it had been, — ^fbr theb,, 
for ME, for the warriors of Argos : That, ere with hearts 
wounding ftrife,— we contended,> in wrath, for the 
maid, — ^the viewlefs fiiaft of Diana had' laid her, in death,, 
in the (hips : On the fatal day, that my fpear, — ^levelled 
high Lyrneflus, with earth. Then fo many warriors of 
Argos, — ^had not grafpt the duft in their fall : Laid in 
death by the hands of the foe, — ^when I indulged, at my 
{hips, my wrath. This had been better for He<9;or : Bet- 
ter far for the fons of Troy. But the ftates of Argos,. 
I deem, — will long remember our contention and; rage." 

"But let thcfe be forgot, with the paft. Though 

grieving, let us yield to the times: Let their preffure 

fubdue 
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flibdue our fouls. Henceforth I difmifs m y wrath. It 
ill woiild become Achilles, — forever his rage to indulge. 
But arife, O warriors and chiefs I Urge the long-haired 
Argives to war : That rufhing, right forward in fight, — 
I yet a trial may make with the Trojans, — whether they 
will pafs the night, — encamped, at the navy of Argos. 
But HE, I deem, that fhalL efcape, — ^will joyfully ceafe, 
from the toils of the field : From the battle that burns 
amain : From the deadly purfiiit of my fpear." 

He fpoke : And,. o*er their hoft, — loud fliouted the 
warlike Argives : When they heard the great fon of 
Peleus,— renouncing his dreadful wrath. The king of 
men then raifed his voice : From his lofty leat he began,— 
nor advanced he to the center to fpeak.-— " O friend's 1 O 
heroes of Argos I Fierce followers of Mars, in arms I 
It becomes you,, with filence, to hear : And not to inter- 
rupt M Y dilcourfe. Hard for hiin who {peaks the beft, — 
to fpeak, amid tumult and noife 1 How," in the fhout of 
armies,— can any hear or raife his voice ? The firfl orator 
{lands abafhed. The loudefl voice is drowned in clamour 
and lo{l. But I my words will addrefs, — to the ear of 
the fon of Peleus. Yet ye, O other Argive powers! 
Attend and wei^ well my difcourfe.'* 

" Often have the fons of the Argives — thus poured, 
upon me reproach: Often, thus, have they blamed me 

3^ aloud. . 
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aloud. Yet was not I to blame, but Jove : But fate, that 
never yields in ought,— but the furies, that wander in 
fhades. They, in this afTembiy, threw— fierce wrath, 
on my flaming foul : On that fatal day when I tore,-— 
from the arms of Achilles his prize. But what ooukl I 
■do P A power, — an awful power was the author of all : 
At^, dread daughter of Jove! The fource of dilcord to 
gods and to men 1 Soft is her tread, as Ihe ftrides. She 
touches not the ground with her feet. Along the heads 
<^ mankind flie moves : ftrewing difcord amain o'er the 
world : Dealing mifchief to thofe, (he inflames.'* 

** But Jove himfelf efcaped not her rage : The mofl 
powerful, they fay, of the gods ! The king of heaven 
and the lord of mankind ! Even Juno, though a female 
power, — deceived his prudence divine. On that day, fhe 
deceived the god : When within the high-walled Thebes, 
— Alcmena was to give to the light — the flrength of 
Hertules, equal to gods. Jove, boafting, in his own 
high halls, — thus fpoke to all the deathlefs .gods : — " At- 
tend to my voice all ye gods I Daughters of heaven all 
attend I Liften to the words of your king I To what 
his foul has fuggefted to Jove. To day, fliall the pain- 
railing Ilithya — produce a hero to the light, — who, o'er 
his neighbours, jhall extend his command : Defcended 

.of 
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of that race of men,— -wko from me havfe derived their 
blood." 

** To him, hiding deceit in her foul — replied Juno, 
his fpoufe divine. " Thou deceiv'ft the deathlefs powers : 
Thou mean'ft not to accomplifh thy words. But thou,. 
king of Olympus, fwear. Bind thy promife, with the 
oath of the gods : That he, indeed, o'er his neighbours 
fhall reign : The child, whom, to-day, a woman {hall 
bear: Dcfcendcd of that race of men, who from thee 
have derived their blood." 

** She fpoke ; Jove perceived not the fraud. He 
^ore the ftrong oath of the gods : And great the evil 
he derived, from his oath ! Juno threw herfelf, on the 
winds, from the Ihow-clad brows of Olympus. She 
came to Achaian Argos : Where lay, in her lofty halls, — 
the ftately fpoufe of godlike Sthenelus : The Ion of Per- 
feus, afarrrenowned. She bore in her womb a fon : 
Scarce gone feven months with her child. The goddefs 
then produced him to the light. But fhe ftopt the pains 
of Alcmena, — and drove away the Ilithyae from the fide 
©f the Theban queen." 

"To high Olympus awful Juno returned : And, thus, 
£he Ipoke to Saturnian Jove : — " O father Jove I Thou 
that launched the flaming bolt I Recal thy promife and 

thine 
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thine oath to thy foul. To-day a noble child is born,- 
to extend over the Argives, his fway : Euryftheus the ion 
of Sthenelus, — the grandfon of Perfeus divine. From 
THEE he derives his Wood : Nor unworthy to reign is the 
child!" 

** She fpoke:: And bitter grief darkened o'er the deep 
Jbul of the god. Straight he feized deftruftive At^,< 
hy the ringlets of her bright-fliining hair. Enraged was 
the power, in his mind ; He fwore the ftrongeft oath of 
the gods : That never to broad Olympus,— 'to the ftany 
cpjicave of heaven— Ihould return the deftruftive At^ : 
Who ftrewed difcord among the gods. He Ipoke : And, 
whirling her aloft in his hand,— threw her from the ftar- 
iiudded iky. Straight Ihe fell to the earth, — ^and mixed 
lierfelf, with the works of men. Through her means, 
ever rofe his deep fighs, — ^when he beheld his (on be- 
loved : Suftaining his unworthy fate — beneath the toils 
of the cruel Euryftheus." : 

** Thus I felt, o'er my grieving foul : When great 
He<9x)r., refiftlefs in fight, — laid the Argives low in their 
blood, — at the high fterns of their hollow fhips. Yet 
could I not forget, in my heart, — the fell rage, which 
had feized me whole. But fince I have erred, in my 
wrath : Since Jove himfelf diftraded my foul : Again I 
tivifli to appeafe thy rage, — ^with unnumbered gifts to 

repair 
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repair thy wrongs; But rife thou to battle, O chief ! 
Rouze the troops and lead them to war* The gifts, I 
myfelf will fend ta thy fliips^ : Alt that, yefterday, Ulyfles 
tlivine,— -promifed, in my name, in thy tents. Or, if 
thou WILT, receive them now : Though impatient,, for 
the fight, ' is thy foul. My followers fhall bring them, 
with fpeed : That thine eyes may behold and approve,-— 
what I give to appeafe thy rage." 

To die king gr^at Achilles replied : ** Son of Atreus, 
firft in renown I Agamemnon, leader of armies ! To be>- 
ftow, as is meet, the gifts,— or to retjun them, dependa 01^ 
T H ^ E. But ftraight let us think of battle : This infbant, 
let us rqfh to the field. It becomes us not) thus, to de-! 
lay : To wafte the time, in idle words ; For gre^ the 
talk, which remains undone 1 Let every warrior, who 
fees Achilles, — deftroying the Trojan ranks, with his 
fpear: Let each follow my example in fight — ^and do 
what is done by this arm." 

Bu T to H XM, the prudent Ulyfles began : " Impel not, 
the Argives, Achilles I Though great thou art and liko 
a god : Impel them- not felting to war,— >to roll battle 
tp Ilium's walls. Not finall is the portion of time,— -to 
be, in dreadfiil fight, employed : When (Mice the foes 
(hock together in arms : When a god awakes their fouls, 
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on each fide. Command the Argives to take the repaft. 
O'er their fhips, let the warriors fpread. Let them par- 
take the food and wine. For this is ftrength and valour 
in war I Nor can a man, throughout the day : From 
early morn to the fetting fun, — ^without food, urge the 
battle, on foes. Though eager his foul; for the fight r 
His body keeps not pace, with his mind. Thirft and 
hunger load his limbs, with fatigue. O'er his joints cold 
languor creeps : And toil unbraces his knees, as he moves*. 
But HE, that is filled with wine: Whofe finews are 
ftrengthened with food, — will, unceafing, through the 
day urge the fight : And roll, with vigour, deftruftion 
on foes. Undaunted is his foul, in his breaft : Unfatigued 
remain his flout limbs^ — till all retreat from the field of 
renown^*' 

** But, now, difmifs from council, the army. Com- 
mand them to prepare the repaft : Whilft the king of 
men, Agamemnon, — prefents his gifts> before the whole 
hoft : That all the Argives may behold, — that thy 
foul may rejoice, in thy breaft. But let him, rifing amid 
the Argives, — fwear a folemn oath to the gods : That 
he- never afcended her bed r never mixed in love with, 
her charms. Then let thy foul be appeafed :. Let it fettle,, 
within thy breaft. The feaft let Agamemnon fpread :: 
And conciliate, with the banquet, thy mind :. That 

j,uftice 
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juftice may, in all, be performed. But, fon of Atreus, 
for the future, be juft. A monarch muft not bear it ill, — 
to right a fubjed:, whom firft he has wronged." 

To HIM replied the king of men : "I rejoice in thy 
words, Ulyffes : Fraught with wifdom they come to mine 
ear. All, with prudence, thou haft touched, in thy 
fpeech. My foul bids me to take that oath : Nor per- 
jured fliall I be to the gods. But let Achilles, for a mo- 
ment remain, — though impatient is the hero, for war. 
Remain, all convened, in this place : Till the prefents 
are brought from my tents : Till the compaA is con- 
firmed by the gods. Thee, alfb, I command, O UlyflesI 
I intreat, that with chofen chiefs, — ^^thou repair to our 
hollow fhips, — and bring hither the fplendid gifts. Bring 
the wealth, which we promifed to give : Bring the dam- 
fels, in all their charms. But let Talthybius repair, with 
fpeed : Let him fearch, o'er the camp, for a boar : A 
vidim to high-thundering Jove, — to the fun, that rolls 
his fire round the world." 

To him great Achilles replied : " Son of Atreus, firft 
in renown 1 Agamemnon, leader of armies ! For this, 
fome other time may be found : Some hour of refpite 
and ceflation, from war : When lefs powerful burns the 
ardor of Mars, — within this flaming breaft of mine. But, 

K k 2 now. 
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now, lie transfixed in 4!heir blood,— thofe whcnn He&or 
fubdued, with his fpear : When Jove conferred, On the 
warrior, renown. But haften ye to partuke the Tepafti 
Yet I would exhort the Argives, — without the banquet to. 
ciiter the fight : And, when the flaming fun descends,-— 
When our Ipears have revenged our difgrace : The^ to. 
drefsthe mighty feafl t With the banquet to cheer our 
fouls. But as for me, no ilrengthening food, — no cheer- 
ing draught, {hall be .poured through my lips.. Cold lies„ 
in death, my friend beloved. Transfixed with iftcel, in: 
my teiit, he lies : In the porch, with his feet to the: 
door. Deep-fighing his friends mourn around. Other 
things command not aught of my care In nothing my 
foiil delights — ^but in flaughter, in blood, in dfcath,- — mi 
the deep groans of departing heroes..'* 

To the chief began the prudent Ulyllcs : ** O Achil- 
les ! Son of Peleus ! By far the braveft of the warriors oF 
Argos ! Greater than me thou art at the fpear : Kot a. 
little thou excell'fl me, in fight. Biit thee, in wifdom,. 
I -excel: And in counfel, o'er thee, I afcend. Long 
before thee I faw the light. I boafl the experience of 
years. Let, therefore, thy mighty foul — fubmit itfelf to 
the words of thy friend. Soon' fkted with combat are 
men : Even where thickefl fall the ilain, on the field : 

I When, 
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When,, 'like firaw, they are fhorn, ^with the ftecl. But 
fmall is the harveft, when awful Jove has his balance in- 
clined 1 The great difpofer of battle to men P* 

** But the Argives, O defeendant of Jove ! Muft not 
mourn, with fafting> their dead. Many and valiant the 
chiefs, — who daily fall, in the combat of (pears I Where, 
therefore, could an end be to grief? When a refpite, or 
eeflatiott from wo ? The rites of funeral^ belong to the 
dead. Thefe, with patience of foul, we muft pay : And- 
give one day to our tears, for our friends.^ But thofe- 
who the battle efcape; Who ftirvive the horrid tumult of 
arms,— muft remember their food and their wine. Thus,, 
with more fury and force,: — we fhall roll the ceafelefs fight,, 
fen the foe : Clad in all the blazing ftrehgth of our arms. 
Nor let a warrior remain in his tent, — expe<fting fecond. 
orders -to march.. Such fummons will bear ruin along,-— 
to him, who lingers, at the navy of Argos. But let us 
all iffue forth, from the camp. Let us rouze dread- 
ful battle amain: And roll it large, on the. car-rulmg 
Trojans.** 

He fpoke : His aftbciates he chofe : The two fons of 
Neftor divine. Meges, the great fon of Phyleus : Thoas,. 
Meriones brave. Lycomedes, the offspring of Creon : 
Melanippus, in battle renowned. They moved forward 

to 
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to the tent of Atridcs : Nor quicker the command than 
the deed ! Seven tripods they brought from the tent : 
Twenty caldrons of burniflied brafs : and twelve courfers, 
unmatched, in the race. Straight they brought bright- 
blufhing maids : In form graceful, and expert at their 
wcwks : Seven in number, they came : The eighth was 
the blooming Brifeis. Ulyfles preceding the chiefs, — bore 
himfelf ten talents of gold. Behind, in long order came— 
bearing gifts the young chiefs of the Ar gives. In the 
midft, the whole treafure is placed. 

Then rofe the great Agamemnon. Talthybius, endued 
with voice divine — ^held the vi6tim-boar, in his hands.. Near 
the (hepherd of his people he ftood. Atrides drew forth, 
with his hands, the knife : Which always hung, by the 
large fheath of his deadly fword. He cut the briftles 
from the head of the boar. With hands uplifted to Jove, 
he prayed. All the Argives fit, in filence, around : As 
is meet, they attend to the king. Beginning his prayer, 
he fpoke : E)*ing the fpacious face of the fky : 

** Bear witnefs, O father Jove ! O beft and greateft 
of gods I Hear, earth I O fun attend I Ye furies, that 
dwell under the ground, — and punifli perjured mortals in 
death 1 That I laid not my hand in force, — on the charms 
of the ftately Brifeis : That I afcended not, by perfuafion, 

2 her 
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her bed. Untouched fhe remained in my tents : Unful- 
lied o'er her beauties divine. If Atrides fwears falfly in 
ought, — may the gods heap on him, the woes : Which, 
many and heavy, o'erwhelm the perjured in foul." — He 
{poke : And flew the boar, with the fteel. Talthybius 
threw the vidim, with fpeed, — in the vaft ftream of the- 
hoary main. But Achilles, arofe amid the Argives r. 
And thus the hero began aloud :. 

*' O father Jove ! From thee are derived — the mighty 
woes of mortal men ! Nor had the fon of warlike Atreus,— ^ 
ever moved my wrathful heart, with his words : Nor had 
he torn, from my fide, the maid : Forming mifchief for 
Achilles in foul r But that Jove ordained it all. He de- 
creed, by his councils divine : To urge fa many fons of 
Argos, — to the goal of deftru^live death. But hafle. 
Partake the flrengthening repafl : Thatj fiidden^ we may 
JiTue to war." 

He fpoke: And the council difmifled. They dif- 
perfed : Each to his own hollow fhip. But the magna- 
nimous troops of Achilles, — toipk in. charge the rich trea- 
fure beflowed. The wealth they placed^ in the hero's; 
tents. They conduced the maids to their place : The 
couriers to the flud of hisfleeds. Then the long haired 
Brifeis, in glowing charms like golden Venus : Whem 

flit 
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ihe faw the haplefs Patrocluft, — iying mangled, transfixed 
with fteel : She threw herfelf on the clay-cold chief; Shrill 
rofe the loud voice • of her wo. She tore her fnow- white, 
heaving breaft ; Her tender neck and her features divine; 
•In her form, like the daughters of heaven,. — thus^ aloud, 
ihe fpoke in her tears 4 

" O Patr6clu§ !*' She faid : ** Friendfmoft beloved, 
Jby my haplefs foul! Thee alive I left, in thefe tents: 
When, by force, I ' was torn away. But, returning^ I 
find thee dead, ill-fated leader of armies 1 Ah me I From 
ill to ill I pafs : Driven, onward, through fiiccefllons of 
WG. The hvdband, whom my parents gave : Whom my 
father and my mothef revered — appointed the :(poufe of 
Brifeis : Him I fiiw flain, in his blood, — ^befone the walls 
of our lofty town : Three loved brothers were alfb mine : 
Whom the lame mother produced to the light. In one 
fatal day, they funk to death, from the fpear. But thou 
would'ft nor permit me to weep : When mighty Achilles 
flew my fpoufe : When he levelled with earth, — the {acred 
city of great Mynetes. Thou promifed'fl to make me the 
ipoufe : The youthful confort of Acliilles divine. Thou 
promifed'fl: to bear me to Phthia : To fpread the nuptial 
feaftj in his native land. Thbe, therefore, I mourn, in 
my tears : O ever gentle and kind in foul T* . 

Thus 
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Thus weeping, fpoke the graceful Brifeis; The hap- 
lefs maids joined their fighs to her wo. In appearance 
Patroclus they mourned : Their own misfortunes only 
clouded their fouls. But around the mighty^ Achilles,-^ — 
the chiefs of Argos were all convened. They prayed him 
to take the repaft. He refufed their requeft, with groans. 
" I befeech you, your intreaties forbear : If, in ought, 
my loved friends, will obey. Bid me not to partake the 
repaft : To regale my mournful foul with wine : For 
heavy grief lies, deep, at my heart. I will wait to the 
fetting fun : Thus fafting, indulge my woes.'' 

He fpoke : And difmifled the reft of the kings. But 
the two fons of Atreus remained : With Ulyfles divine, 
the aged Neftor,- — Idomeneus and fteed-ruling Phaenix. 
They foothed, with words, the mournful chief: But no 
comfort his- foul could receive, — before he entered the 
bloody: conteft of founding arms. Acrofs. his memory 
ruflied darkly his friend. Unceafing, he groaned, from 
his inmoft foul : 

• • » . 

" Thou alfo T* He fighing faid : " O moft haplefs, moft 
beloved of my friends 1 Thou, heretofore, in my tents — 
wert wont to fpread the pleafing repaft : When haftened 
the fons of the Argives — to roll mournful battle, to the 
car-ruling foe. But now thou Heft transfixed and pale I 
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And for the lofe of th^c 1 faft '-. "Irhough plenteous, within, 
are mj ftores . NoV other evil worfc than 'tihb xtotild htfA t 
Kbt the death df toy father ^lbved,^^'had -it tdme, 'O*^ 
main, to initle ^iars. Yet he> p^rhap^, in djfbcht 
fhthia, — ^poiirs the tendcrr Itar, o'er Ibis agdd chedc^ : to 
moorriftil tegret for such a fon I But Is^-^eflidte in a fo- 
reign labd, — ^Fot hated. Helen "fight with TTroy! ^6r yet 
Hhe death of tny fon 'bcWed : Who grows into mztidiood 
at Scyros : lif ftill -my -fon 1)e1tolds the ligKt : Neojrtole-- 
inus in form like the gods.** 

" Much I hoped, heretofore, in my foul, — ^that I, 
aldne, wais deftined to iHl '; Far from Argos, the mother 
«if ftecds'l Here, Wfore the waEsdf 'Troy I But thai 'Tftotr 
•fhould'ift to Phthia return : And bear, in thy fwift-failin^ 
'fllip, o*er thie main,^-^my fon,'^-^y only 'fon from Sdyros : 
That THOU {hould*ft fhew 'him all his wealth : M'V Widb 
poHeffion^, my fervants all,— my high-*rbofed dome, iriy 
Spacious halls. . For, now, 1 deemi^— my foul forebodesi-^ 
that godlike Peleus is no more : Or that, kdW, (CsiiCh 
living, he is faddened in moumfid age : Expeding^ 
darkly from day to day,— the fatal news of the death of *hk 
•fon : Of my fall, by the hands of die foe I** 

Trius, weeping, the hefofpoke. The leaders of tlfe 
'Argives fighed. They all remembered their nativeliomes't 

And 
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Saturn behel4. the c]^ie^» ^. pilipd ^^^i^ iAQ^n(vl g^<i#n9* 
Straight he addrefled his words to Pallas : •* Daughter 
4)eloved !'* The god Ksgaa : *^ Thou quite fi^riak'ft this 
•gallant chief. Hail; thou- deferted kitji in aU ? Com- 
mands not Achilles a thought of thy {bul f- Lo I Before 
the high-fterned (hips,-!— he fits, depk>ring his friend be- 
loved. The tdk partake the grateful repaft: Unfsd 
and failing the herp remains. Defend. Inftil into his 
breail— ^ambrofia and ne<ftar divine t hefk want of food 
ihould unbrace his ftrength.'* 

* 

He fpoke : And urged her already prompt. Like & 
ihrill:>VQicf4? broadr winged harpy, ihe flewi Through 
:the winds, from the ilarxy iky. She poured in th^ breaft 
of Achilles,-->4mbro^ and ]ie^Ur divine : Left want of 
food ihould unbrace his limbs. Again ihe returned to the 
heavenly halls — of her all-powerful fire. The Argives 
poured, from their ihips^ on the plain : As when the 
flaky mow defcends,— from the manfions of ilorm-ruling 
Jove. Thick it flies before the force— of the iky-clearing 
blafl: of the northern wind. So thick defcend, from the 
ihips,— the brightly-beaming helms of men : The boiiy 
orbs of rattling ihields i The firm breail-plates, the afiien 
fpears. The dazzling gleani afcends to heaven: The 
whole earth is lightened,— with the bright-ilafliing beams 

L 1 a of 
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of the brafs. The crafh of touching arms is heard. The 

• • • • 

ground hoarfly groans, as the warriors move. 



In the midft of the martial hoft,— ^vine Achilles arm? 
his limbs. • He grijids his teeth, in his dreadful rage. His 
eyes flafh, like two flames of fire. Relentlefs wrath is 
mixed with his foul : And grief, refifllefs, pervades his 
heart. In his fury, againfl: the Trcgans,— he puts on th£ 
gift of the god : The fplendid works of the artift divine ! 
Firft, the beauteous greaves, on his 1^ he drew ; Fat- 
tened, before, with filver clafps. The breaft-plate, on 
his breaft he placed. Round his fhoulders, he threw his 
fword : Beaming forth, with its fluds of gold. Before 
him he reared his all-covering fbield : Large, folid and 
ftrong, o'er its round. It fent its bright beams, afar r 
Like the broad orb of the nightly moon. 

« • 

As when o*er the wave-covered deep,— to mariners, by 
night, appears^ — the awful flame of a diftant fire. Wide- 
rifing, in a lonely place, — it wraps> aloft, the mountain's 
brow. But THEM unwilling, the du{ky blaft — bears, o'er 
the broad back of the main : Far^ from their friends and 
native home 1 Thus, from the beauteous, high-wrought 
fhield of Achilles, — ^beams forth a dazzling light to the 
fkies. He placed, then, . his ftrong helm, on his head. 
Like a comet it flxone amain. Dreadful nodded the plumes 

of 
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of gold : Which the god had poured thick, on the creft. 
Divine Achilles tried himfelf, in his arms : Whether 
they fitted his body aloft: Or lay, with eafe, on his 
manly limbs. Like wings they bore along the chief: 

• ■ ■ • 

They feemed to raife the fhepherd of his people, from 
earth. 

H E took, from its place, his father's fpear : The long, 
heavy, ftrong javelin of Peleus : Which none of all the 
Argives could wield. None but Achilles could wield 
in fight,- — the Pelion afh : Which Chiron gave to his 
fire : Gut from the brows of Pelion : A deftru<9:ion to 

m 

heroes in war ! Automedon and Alcimus brave — joined 
the* deathlefs fteeds to the car. Beauteoufly flow the 
traces amain. The fludded bridles are placed, in their 
mouths. The reins extend, behind, to the well com- 
pared feat of the car. Seizing the bright whip, in his 
hand, — Automedon leapt, at once, on the car. Behind 
bounded aloft great Achilles, ready for war. Bright m 
his arms he flood, — like the beams of the high-rolling 
fiin. Dreadful rofe his voice, from the car, — to the fleeds^ 

of his god-like fire* 

» 

" O Xanthus 1 O Balius 1 Race renowned of the 
fwift Podarge 1 Now, in fome other manner, refolve, — 
to bring back your driver from war : To bring hiiti 

fafe 
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fafe to the line of the Argives : When we are glutte4) 
with daughter and blood. Nor leave him^ like t]«e 
haplefs Patroclus : Stretched in blood, in yxmder field* **'*^ 
To HIM, from his yoke, replied — -the fwiftly bound* 
ing ftrength of Xanthus. Straight he inclined, bdek, 
his head. His whole mane forms a bright circle*~QS 
it flows on the yoke : And touches the ground below. 
The white-armed Juno, by her power divine,— ^ve 
fpeech to the bounding fleed : 

"And we {hall brii^ these fafely back, — this once, 
at leaft, O refiillefs Achilles 1 Yet thy fatal day is near : 
Nor WE are, in ought, to blame. A mighty god is only 
to blame : The dire decree of relentlefs fate. Nor through 
our floth or want of fpeed,— ^the Trojans fbipt the fallen 
Patroclus. The moft powerful of the gods was the caufe : 
H E whom the long-haired Latona bore. He flew Patro- 
clus in the front of the line : And gave the glpry to 
Hedor divine. But w e can contend, in the irace,-?— with 
the blafls of the weflern wind ; Which fly, they fay, the 
fwiftefl, o*er heaven : Yet we cannot bear thee, from fate 
away. Thou art doomed to fall, in thy blood : Beneath 
a god and a valiant man." 

Whilst, thus, he fpoke, the furies ended hi§ voicjp. 

Much enraged the great Achilles replied: ** Why, Xan- 

2 thus, 
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thus, foreteirft thou my daath? Why the fates, that 
impend o'er thy lord ? Well I know, within my foul : 
That I am lleftined to perifh liere : Fait from tny father 
beloved, — -from my mother, my native liome. But f will 
not forego the fight : Before the Trojans are feted with 
war." He faid, and flioutihg aloud,— 4ie drove his £beed& 
to the front pf the line. 
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THUS THEY, at the hollow fliips, — aflume, with 
(peed, their burnifhed arms : Thus, around thee, 
O fon of Peleus, pour the Argives, never fated with war. 
The fbns of Troy, on the other fide, — form, darkly, on 
the rifing ground. Jove commands the fplendid Themis, 
-—to call to council the deathlefs gods : To call them, 
o'er the tops of Olympus,— divided, with a thoufand deep 
vales. To every fide, the goddefs moved,— -commanding 
all to the halls of Jove. 

Nor any power, who prefides in the floods, — remained 
abfent, but father Ocean. The river-gods came, from all 
their ftreams : The bright Nymphs, that fojourn in the 

groves : 
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groves : Thofe, who dwell in the fources of rivers : 
Or gently glide along the meads. When, in long 
order, they had come, — to the halls of the ftorm-ruling 
Jove,— r THEY fat, on- the.:, columned thrones: Which 
Vulcan made for the father of gods : The work rifing 
to the thoughts of his foul. Thus, they came to the 
halls of -Jove : Nor Neptune himfelf difobeyed. He 
rofe, with force, from his troubled main. In the midfl 
he fat, in his ftrength : And queftioned, thus, the de- 
figns of Jove: 

" Why, thou that launcheft the flaming bolt I Why 
cairft thou to council, the gods ? Deliberated thou con- 
cerning the Trojans ? Concerning the Argives in arms ? 
On either fide they form amain. Soon battle (hall burn, 
o'er their lines." To him the high ruler of ftorms: 
"To THEE, O earth Vfurrounding king! already are 
known the defigns of Jove : The caufe of convening the 
gods. Though they perifh, my cares they employ. But 
I will, fitting here, remain,— on the brows of the cloud- 
wrapt Olympus : Indulging my foul, with the fight. But 
YOU, the reft, defcend to earth : To the Trbjans and 
Argives, defcend. Bear aid to both anniesin fight : Each 
following the bent of his foul. Should great Achilles 
urge, alone, — the difmial battle, on gathered Troy :' Not, 
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even for a little, could thev fuftain — -the dreadful charge 
of the fwift fon of Peleus. Heretofore they fled amaioy 
from his fight : But, now, that rages his flaming foul,— - 
for his friend beloved laid low in his blood : I fear that 
Ilium (hall fall, by his hand,— againft the firm decrees of 
fate.'* 

* 

Thus fpoke the great fon of Saturn. He waked inevi- 
table war. They defcended, at once, to the fight : Swell- 
ing flrife, in their jarring fouls. Juno to the fleet repairs: 
Blue-eyed Pallas bends thither her flight ; And Neptune, 
who furrounds the world : Hermes, author of ufeful arts : 
Adorned with each perfedion of foul. Vulcan thither 
tiu'ned his courfe : Sternly rolling his flaming eyes. Halt- 
ing, though he eagerly moves : His feeble feet fcarce fup- 
porting his weight, along. To the Trojans defcended 
Mars, fhaking, aloft, his flaming helm : The next was 
Phoebus, with locks unfhorn : Diana, who delights in 
the bow: Latona, deep-refbunding Xanthus ; Venus, 
queen of charming fmiles t 

Whilst the gods remained apart, from the fight: 
Whilfl yet they mixed not, with mortal men : The Ar- 
givcs moved, exulting, along — as great Achifles appeared 
in their front : For long from battle had the hero ab- 
ftained. But pani<i feised the fons of Troy : O^d fesu: 

crept 
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crept through all their joints. Shuddering they beheld 
afar,-— the mighty fon of the fteed-niling Peleus : They 
faw him, flaming in all his arms, Hke Mars, the defboyer 
of armies. But when the deathlefs dwellers of high Olym- 
pus — had mixed with the armies of men : Dreadful tu- 
mult was rouzcd, on each fide. Difcord rofe, the ftirrer 
of nations. The awful voice of Minerva is heard. Now 
at the trench profound (he ftood : Now, on the fhore of 
the ecchoing main. Loud-fwelled the fhout of deflrudkive 
Mars. Like a whirlwind obfcure he moved. Now from 
their citadel the Trojans he urged : Now, darkly-rufh- 
ing o'er Callicolon^, — ^he reared his voice by refbunding 
Simois. 

Thus the gods who forever live— poured, forward, on 
each other, the hofls : And kindled deftrudive difcord, 
o*er all their lines. Dreadful thundered, from above,— 
the father of men and of gods. Beneath, Neptune ftruck 
the mighty earth, with his waves ; The mountains all 
fliook their lofty heads. Streamy Ida trembled, down to 
its bafe : Its cloudy fummits nodded, on high. Troy 
tottered o*er all her walls : The navy -fhook, on the 
rocking fliore. Struck with fear was the king of the 
dead ! He roared, with terror, as he leapt from his 
throne: Lefl Neptune, as he fhook the huge world, 
— ^fhould burfl the earth, o*er his regions profound : And 

M m » lay 
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lay open to gods and to men, — the fecrets of his dreadful 
halls : Baleful, horrid to the fight : Which the gods 
themfelves are afraid to behold. So terrible was the found-, 
o'er the world : When the gods contended, in fight. 

Against Neptune, awful king of the main — ^ftood 
Phcebus Apollo in arms : Bearing, forward, his feathered 
fliafts. Oppofed to deftrudive Mars, — blue-eyed Pallas 
• appeared, in the ftrife. Againft J^no arofe, with her 
bow, — bright Diana, who delights in the chafe : The 
queen, that glories, in her fiiafts, — the fifter of far-(hoot- 
ing Phoebus. On Vulcan rufhed, in all his ftrength, — 
the deep-refounding, gulphy ftream : Called Xanthus^ 
by the deathlefs gods : By mortal men, the roaring Sca- 
mander. Thus, god was engaged with god. But 
•Achilles wiflied, to burft the firm ranks — to engage 
Heiftor, the fbn of Priam. Much defired his mighty 
foul, — to glut, with his flowing blood> — fierce Mars^.. 
iinconquered in arms. 

But the ftirrer of armies, ApoUo- — ^rouzed ^neas, on 
. the great fon of Peleus : Pouring daring force, in his 
breaft. The god aflumed the voice of a youth ; of Ly- 
caon, the fon of Priam. In his form, he advanced to 
the chief: And, thus, began the bright offspring of 
Jovei ".SneasI valiant leader of Troy I Whither va- 

nifhed. 
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niflied are all thy threats ? Whither is the promife fled,— 
made, by thee, at the feaft, to the chiefs ? That thou^ 
would'ft meet, in dreadful fight, — -the mighty fon of the 
fteed-niling Peleus ?'* 

• To him the godlike -ffineas : " Why, fon of Priam 
renowned I — Why would'ft thou urge my unwilling 
arm, — to lift the {pear on the great fon of Peleus : Who, 
above meafufe, is brave ? Nor I the firft will prefume to 
ftand : Oppofed, in battle, to mighty Achilles. Not un- 
felt is the force of his arm. Heretofore, I fled, from 
his lance. He drove me from Ida of Streams : When de- 
fcehded the chief, on our herds : When he levelled the 
high-built Lyrneflius : And Pedafiis fmoaked, on the 
ground. But Jove preferved me from death : He poured 
ftrength, o*^er my fihewy limbs. Elfe I had fallen, fub- 
dued, beneath the hands of Achilles and Pallas. Before 
him moving, she vidtory gave. She bade him to flay, 
amain, the Leleges and the Trojans renowned. No mor- 
tal, therefore, can engage with Achilles : For, always, 
one, at leaft, of the deathlefs gods, — awards deftrudion 
away from his life. Nor ever flies, in vain, from his 
hand, the fpear. It ever ru flies, through the bodies of 
men. But fliould fome god, with his power divine, — 
weigh between us, the advantage of fight : Not with eafe. 

he- 
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lie would vanquifh uSneas ;—- though of brafs were his 
body whole." 

To HIM replied the awful king, — ^Apollo the ompring 
of Jove. " O hero ! Pray thou to tiie gods. Raife thy 
voice to the deathlefs powers. Men report thee, O chief, 
o'er the world, — ^as born of Venus the daughter of Jove. 
But H E derives his birth from a goddefs — ^far inferior to 
T H Y mother divine. This the daughter of thundering 
Jove : That of Nereus, aged dweller of wave&. Bear 
forward thy invincible fteel. Let him not turn thbe, 
away with words. Yield not to his vauntings the field.** 

H E fpoke : And poured fpirit divine, — in the breafl of 
the leader of armies. Along the front of the battle, he 
moved : Covered whole with his burniflied fteel. Nor 
unobfcrved, by the white-armed Juno, — moved the fon 
of the great Anchifes : When he urged through the battle 
his way, — to meet the daring fon of Peleus. She called, 
together, the deathlefs gods : And thus began the queen 
of heaven : 

** Consider well, O Neptune and Pallas ! Revolve, with 
care, the ftate of things, in your' fouls, -^neas advances^ 
in fight, — covered whole in his burniflied fteel. To meet 
the daring fon of Peleus, — Phoebus Apollo urges the chief. 

3 Or, 
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Or, let us turn his fteps away : Or let fome power dc- 
fcend to Achilles : And pour mighty force, in the hero*^ff 
bread. That his foul may not fail him, in ought : That 
the hero may learn and confide : That the moft powerful 
of the immortals— love his valour and defend him, in 
war : That feeble and vain is the force — of the gods, who 
turn battle from Troy. To be prefent, to aid him in 
fight, — w E defcended, from our ftarry abodes : For this 
day to defend him, from Troy. Hereafter, let him fuffer 
thofe ills, — ^which the fates, at his birth, have decreed : 
When he fprung, from a mother divine. But fhould 
Achilles not learn this of the powers : He will fhudder, 
though mighty in arms ; when, through battle advances 
a god : For terrible are the forms of the gods : When con- 
fefi^ed they appear to mankind." 

To her the god, who furrounds the world : ** Juno, 
rage not thus, in thy foul : It becomes not awful Juno to 
rage. Nor I wifh, that the deathlefs gods — (hould, now, 
in fierce battle engage : As much greater w e are in power. 
But let us hence to the rifing ground. Let us fit and view 
the tumult afar : Leave battle to the care of mankind. 
But fiiould Mars contend in the field : Should Phcebus 
Apollo engage. Should both flop the courfe of Achilles : 
And turn, his firm valour from war. Then to us fhalt 
fierce battle arife. The dreadful conflict fhall rage amain. 

SooU) 
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Soon, I deem, from decided fight — they fliall rife to 
Olympus, on winds : T6 the bright affembly of gods : 
Froim the force of our deathlefs hands ; Through neceflity 
broken, fubdued.** 

H E fpoke : And preceded the powers. His blue hair 
floating, as he moved, on the winds. To the lofty wall 
they retired,^ — ^which for Hercules equal to gods, — the 
Trojans and Pallas had raifed : That, behind it, the hero 
might fhun — ^the fea-monfter, that, rufliing amain, pur- 
fued his flight from the ecchoing fliore. There Neptune 
fat in his might ; There reclined the refl: of the gods. 
Around their ihoulders,. they poured a cloud,— deep, 
gloomy, impervious to light. 

The guardian gods of high-built Troy, — fat, on lofty 
Callicolone : Around thee, O bow-bearing Phoebus ! 
Around Mars, the deftroyer of towns. Thus, the gods 
fat on either fide : In council divine employed. Loth to 
engage in dreadful battle, all fat. Great Jove aloft on 
Olympus reclined, iflTued forth to the powers his com- 
mands. The whole field is filled, with the foes : And 
fliines wide, with the fplendor of fteel : From warriors, 
and from harnefled fleeds. The trembling earth refounds 
beneath : As meet in horrid fliock, the lines. But two 
jieroes before the reft,^— the firft in valour as in re- 
nown.— 
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ttown, — rufli, on each other, in all their rage : Burning, 
o'er their mighty fouls, for the fight : ^neas the fon of 
Anchifes — and Achilles, in fortti like the gods. 

.^NEAs ftrides forward, the firft. Threatening is the 
gait of the godlike chief. High nods, his plumy helm in 
the winds : He {hakes, before his ample breail, his broad 
fhield. Dreadful fhines the bofly orb. The quivering 
fpear gleams bright, in his hand. The great fon of Peleus, 
comes forward, in all his rage. Like a deftrudtive lion,— — 
whom men wifli, with ardor, to flay. The whole people 
pour around him, in arms. H e, defpifing their rage, 
moves flow : But, when fome martial youth, with his 
fpear, — ^inflids a wound : Wide-opening his jaws, he 
turns. White fwells the foam, around his teeth. His 
ilout heart growls inly, with rage. He beats his heaving 
iides, with his tail. He rouzes himfeif to the fight. 
Sternly-looking, he furioufly bounds : Refolving to flay 
t>r be flain. 

Thus his force drove forward Achilles : Thus his 
mighty foul urged him on, — to meet, in combat, the il- 
luflrious ^neas. When near to each other, the chiefs 
approached : Bending forward to mutual wounds : To 
the chief of the car-borne Trojans, — ^thus fpoke Achilles 
divine: " ^neas, why meafur'fl thou thus, — ^fuch a 

Vol. IL N n length 
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length of ground to my fpear ? Commands his coura^ 
the warrior to fight? Or rifes^ from ambition^ his 
rage ? Hop'ft thou, for engaging Achilles, — to fhare,. 
with Priam, the. throne of Troy? O'er the car-niling 
Trojans to reign? Rut fhould'ft tiiou vanquifh me in 
fight, — Priam would not reward theb fo high. The- 
king is bleft with gallant fons : Nor is he feeble and inr 
conftant in foul. Or have, the Trojans gained thy valour, 
with gifts? With ample forefts? With vine-covered 
plains ? Have they promifed thee fields for the plough :. 
Should'ft thou flay Achilles, in fight ? A tafk, I deem,, 
too hard for thy lance T* 

** Nor -to THE E is Achilles unknown. Heretofore thou : 
•fled'ft from this fpear. RecaU'fl thou not ought of; 
the pafl. When I met thee, alone, with the herds: 
And drove thee, from wood«-eovered Ida? Not onccj. 
thou prefumed'ft to look back : To lofty Lyrneflus, thou 
fled'fl amain. Lyrneflus I levelled with earth : By the 
aid of Pallas and father Jove. Many captive maids, 
I took. I brought them, hither, in all their charms.. 
But THEE Jove preferved, with his power. The godS 
were kind and aided thy fpeed. But again they fhall not 
preferve : Though this the hope which has kindled thy 
foul. But THEE I advife to retreat : To mix again, with 
the lines of thy friends. Oppofe not thy fpear to Achilles. 

Left 
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Left evil (hould come, — ^retire : Even fools are by fads 
rendered wife." 

To him great ^neas replied : " Son of Pelciis ! Hope 
not with words, — to frighten m e like a timid boy. I alfo 
might utter reproach. I might pour empty vaunts, in 
thine ear. But w e know each other's defcent : Our 
parents beloved we know. The voice of others brought 
the tale to our ears. We received the report of mankind. 
Nor thou, M Y parents haft feen : Nor have thine been 
beheld, by thefe eyes. Godlike Peleus, they fay, is thy 
fire : Thy mother the bright-moving Thetis : The long- 
haired daughter of aged Nereus. But I glory in the blood 
of Anchifes : In Venus a mother divine. To-day, one 
or other fhall mourn her ion t One (hall roll her bright 
eyes, in her tears : For, I deem not that childifh words,— 
Ihall end a conteft, which death muft decide. 

4 

** But if this thou would'ft aJfo learn. If thou my 
high lineage would'ft hear : Which to many of mankind 
is known. The ftorm-compelling Jove begot — great Dar- 
danus, the firft of our race. H e built the beauteous Dar- 
dania : Nor facred Ilium yet rofc, on the plain : Ilium 
with heaven-reared walls, — the high dwelling of warlike 
men I As yet the infant ftate was fpread, — along the fides 
of the ftreainy Ida. Great Dardanus begat a fon — ^Erich- 

N n 2 thonius, 
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thonius, the fovereign of men. He was the wcalthieft, 
by far,— of mortal men, wha then trod the earth. Three 
thoufand high-maned mares of his, — o'er the fenny paf— 
tures fed : Each exulting, with a colt by her fide. Of 
thefe, even Boreas himfelf — became enamoured, as they 
paftured at large. Aflliming the form of an azure-maned- 
fteed — ^hc mixed in love, with the beauteous train. Preg- 
nant they became, by the god. Twelve female colts they 
bore, on the plain. These, when thfcy bounded, in 
youthful play, — along the fmooth face of the bounteous 
earth : 0*er the yellow ears of the (landing corn, — they 
ran, nor bent them, as they glided amain. But when 
they bounded, in youthful play, on the broad back of the 
hoary fea : O'er the furfkce, they flew with fuch fpeed, — • 
that (carcely marked, with their feet, was the wave.** 

" But Erichthonius begot a fon, — Tros, o'er the Tro- 
jans to reign. Of Tros three gallant fons were born : Ilus,, 
Aflaracus brave— and Ganymedes in form like the god,. 
He, in matchlefs beauty rofe — o'er all the race of mortal 
men. The powers divine bore the youth to. their iky, — r 
to pour the nedar to thundering Jove. For his beauty 
they feized the youth : Fit only, to dwell, with the gpds. 
To Ilus was born a fon : Laomedon, faultlefs in form. 
Laomcdon begot Tithonus and Priam, the fovereign of 
Troy. Lampus and Clytius he alfo begot ; And Hice- 
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taon, a branch of Mars. From Ailaracus, Capys fpning r 
From Capys, the great Anchifes. Anchi^ is my godlike 
fire. Priam begpt Hedor divine," 

** Such is my race, fon of Peleus I Such the blood, 
which ^neas boafts ; But Jove leflens or, increafes, at 
will, — the worth, the valour, of mortal men. For he,. 
by far, is the greateft in power ! But advance. Let us end 
our difcourfe : No longer, like boys, let us ftand, — pour- 
ing forth reproaches, in the center of war. These we 
both might urge> with eafe : We might encrcaie them to 
fuch a fize: That even a fliip, with her hundred oars,— ■ 
could fcarce waft them, acrofs the main. Voluble are tht* 
tongues of mankind; : Replete with fpceches and full of 
noife. Wide is the field of difcourfc : Words arrayed pre- 
fent themlelves, on each fide. From fide to fide, they wildly 
fly. Such as thou utter'ft, may be turned on thine ear." 

" But what avails this broil of words ? • What need 

have w E of reproaches and noife ? Why contend we with 

language vile,— like women, who ifluing forth, in their 

rage, — bandy reproaches, with eager fouls ? When, in 

the public way, they ftand, — and utter many truths,. 

mixed with lies ? But rage inflames their feeble fouls.. 

But THOU (halt not avert my foul, — from her valour, by 

vile reproach: For fteel and not words muft decide. 

Advance, with fpeed, fon of Peleus I The conteft now, 

is devolved, on our fpcars." 

I He 
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H E fpokc : And launched, with mighty force,— ^his 
brazen lance againft the ^eld. The dreadfiil, the far- 
beaming fhield — deep refounds to the eager point. The 
fon of Peleusheld diflant the orb : He held it — ^ftruck, with 
anxious fears. He thought that the long, heavy fpear,-^ 
launched from the finewy arm of the daring iEneas — ^would 
pierce;, with eafe, the Iblid fhield. Vain were the hero's 
fears I He confidered not, in his mighty foul : That, 
not with eafe, the fplendid gifts of the gods, — ^yield, in 
ought, to the force of mankind. Nor, now, did the 
rapid lance,-^launched amain by the illuflrious ^neas, — 
pierce, thtough and through, the ihield divine. The 
golden plate warded off the keen point. Through two 
plates paf&d the eager fteel : But three flill remained, 
unpiereed. The god had formed of five plates the orb : 
Two o{ brafs, two of dudile tin. The center plate was 
framed of gold : And obflru<5ted the bright-pointed lance. 

Achilles, next, with ail his force — ^launched amain 
his heavy fpear. He fb-uck the folid fhield of ^neas: 
On the utmc^ verge — ^where thinnefl ran the brazen 
plates : Where the bull-hide more flightly was fpread» 
Through and tlirough, rufhed the Pelian afh. The fhield 
refounds, beneath the blow. iEneas contrads his body 
behind : And, frightened, holds diflant the fhield. 

Above 
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Above his fhoulder pailed the lance: It funk in earth,—- 
eager farther to urge its point. Both the circles round the 
buckler are broke. He, having fhunned the long fpear, 
as it flew, — flood aflonifhed and ftruck with fear. A 
fiidden tremor invaded his limbs : And darknefs involved 
his eyes. But Achilles, poflefling his foul, advanced. He 
drew the mighty blade, from his Hide — and dreadful- 
fhouting, ruflied, with force, on the foe. But ^neas 
ieized a huge ftone, in his hand : A rocky fragment, 
enormous in weight : Which two warriors could not 
raife, from the ground j; — fucH, as earth, now, pro- 
duces mankind. But he lifted the weight with eafe: 
With eafe poifed it aloft, in the air.. 

Then had the daring JEnesis — ftruck with the ftone, 
as he rufhed amain — the helm or. the fhield of great 
Achilles,— which would turn death,, from the godlike 
man : But the fon o( car-ruling Peleus* — would, hand 
to hand, have flain the. chief : Had not Neptune perr 
ceived the ftrife,— as he fat, with the deathlefs gods. 
To them the carth-fhaking power, — with winged words 
began : " O gods I now forrow invades my foul, — ^for 
the fate of the daring ^neas. Subdued by the Ion of 
Peleus, — he quickly muft defcend to the dead: In' his 
folly perfuaded to fight, by Apollo, who fhoots, from 
afar ! Nor turns the god,, from the chief, whom- he 

urged 
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urged— the difmal fate, which impends o*er his head. 
But why fhouid a blamelefs man — fufFer evil, for the 
•crimes of the ftate ? Why {hould he fufFer the woes, — 
which ought, on the guilty to fall ? Grateful, ever, his 
offerings have been — to all the powers, who broad heaven 
pofleis." 

^^ But arife, O immortals, and fave; Let us, now, 
xemove ^neas from death : Left the dreadful wrath of 
Jove fhould afcend : If, by Achilles, the hero fhould fall. 
The fates fore-ordained his efcape. They forbid to extin- 
guifh, at once, — the race of Dardaous divine : Whom, 
above all his fons, — the offspring of Saturn loved from 
his fouL He loved him the moft of all his race, — born of 
the bright daughters of men. Long, the family of Priam 
—have been odious to high-thundering Jove ! But, now, 
the flrength of the daring ^neas — fhall o'er the nations 
of Ilium reign : The fons of his fons fhall reign— a long 
fucceflion defcending, through time." 

To HIM the awful Juno replied: "O thou that 
fliak'fl the folid earth ! Weigh the whole in thy own 
eighty foul : Whether to remove ^neas, from death : 
Or to lay him fubdued in his blood — beneath the fword of 
the great fon of Peleus. Often have we, amid the gods — 
J myfelf and blue-eyed Pallas,— often have we fworn 

to 
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to the powers— that never, by our aid divine — the evil 
day fhould be turned, from the Trojans: Not even, 
when Troy, o'er her bounds, — fhall be wrapt in deftruc- 
tive flame : When proud Ilium fhall fmoak amain— be- 
neath the hands of the warlike Argives.** 

When Neptune heard her words, he moved. Right 
forward rufhed the earth-lhaking power : Through the 
battle, the tumult of arms, — the clamours of men and 
the crafhing of ^ears. He came to the daring ^neas,-r- 
to Achilles above mortals in fame. Straight he poured 
«thick darknefs amain— before the eyes of the fon of Peleus. 
He drew the fleel-pointed fpear— from the fhield of the 
daring foe : And laid it bright before the feet of Achilles, 
He pufhed from him, with force, ^neas : Raifed aloft 
from the ground, by his power. O'er many ranks of 
bright-mailed men : O'er fteeds arranged in deep array ; 
flew, at one bound,, the valiant chief: Receiving mo- 
tion, from the hand of the god. He came to the far^- 
thefl verge — to the rear of the furious flght : Where the 
Caucons formed their lines — and armed themfelves, for 
battle and blood. 

Near him flood the earth-fhaking power : ** /Eneas I 
Who of all the gods — incited thee, in thy madnefs of 
foul, — ^to meet, in battle, the great Achilles ? To contend. 

Vol.. IL . O o in 
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ia arms, witi the too of Peleu* ? At once, mote power- 
fyi. in fight ? And more beloved of the gods ? Btit retire. 
Whenever thou meet'ft him — retire : Left, againft the 
wiU o£ &te,— thou fhould'ft defcend to the halls of death. 
But when death Ihail cover Achilles. When fate Ihalli 
darken th^t flame, in. war: With boldnefs, fight, in the 
foremoft ranks : Urge the battle, hand to hand, on the 
foe. Thee none of the Argives fhall flajr. Thy fate pro- 
tefts thee agajnft them all." 

Thus Ipeaklng, departed the power. Straight, fi'oni' 
the eyes a£i Aphillesj-wthe god' the thick darknefs removed. 
The whcJe field:rofe, in light, to his view. E)eep-figb- 
iog, from hit manly brea&-~-he fpoke, thusj to his. own 
mighty foul.: " Oigsds I. What prodigy is here? What 
fight ? What new woader afcends to my' view ?- Here- 
lies my pointed- fpear on the earth:- But tie chief; ott 
wlx«i I.launched it, is gone. Efeaped from his death i» 
the man: WJuMa I. wifhed: tcv tran^x, in his bleod^ 
Suie, beloved by the gods is .Sneas- : T^ongh I^deentedy 
that be vatioted in vain. Bnt let hira live ( Sauce, here- 
after, his daring foul, — will prompt the<bief to eng(^ 
MB, ii) fight. Even, npvi^, not unwilling^ he flies, from 
his deafh. But, exhorting to battle the, Afgives,— .t* 
other Trojaas my javelin I turn," 

3 Thus 
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Thus faying, he bounds through the line : And) th\l&^ 
exhorts each warrior, with words t "No longer, O 
Argives divine I Stand diftant, from the Trojans in fight. 
Advance. Let man engage his man; Ltt all urge, with 
fury, the war. Hatd the talk for Achilles: Thoii^ 
brave, he is, ahd unyielditig in forc^ ! Hlrd it is for m A 
alotie : To follow many, — ^with all to engagfe. Not 
Mars himfdf, a deathlefs god t Nor the ftirrer of irtiiies 
Mihenria,— could bre^k the lines of fb itiighty a field : 
Cotild contend, with futcefs, alone^ But in proportion 
to the force of mifie arm,-*-my ipeed of feet and mine 
ardor of foul,— I will pierce the deep ranks of the foe : 
Nor, deem I, any wartidr of Troy— will rejoice, that 
approaches my fpear." 

Thus Achilles, inciting, -fpoke : Biit illuftfioiis Hedor, 
aloud,->— chidets the Trojtos add roiizes the war : Affirm- 
ing that H E, in arms,- — ^will iflue forth, on the mi^ty 
Achiltes : " O Trojafts, daring iii foul I Fear not thfe 
ftout fon of Pcleus. E^en I ihyfelf, with vaunting worcfc 
oald contend witlh th^ ^athlefs gods: But hard ft 
were to contend with their force,—- ^oT they are far gteater 
in power I Mor Achilles (hall ever perform, — ^thc lofty 
bdafb, which he pours, oh the winds. In one thing, 
the chief hiay Aicceed : In another, his efforts muft fail. 
But on Us coode^ I wiH i^ue in arinS : Were his hands, 

Co 2 lik 
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like the force of definitive flame : Like flame defl:ru<Sbive 
were his hands : And his heart unyielding as fteel.** 

Thus, inciting, the hero ipoke. The Trojans raife, 
at once, their fpears. They pour their mighty force, in 
one place. Wild clamour afcends to the Ikies. Butj 
ftanding near Hector divine, thus Phoebus Apollo fpoke : 
" O Hedor I" began the god : " Now, meet not fingly 
the fl:rength of Achilles. Deep-immerfed in the line 
^remain. Receive him mid'ft the clamour of armies : Lefl: 
he pierce thee, with the javelin, afar : Or wound thee, 
hand to hand, with the fword.** He fpoke, and the hero 
obeyed. At the voice of the god he retired : Deep-im- 
merfed in the fquadrons of men. 

But Achilles bounded on Troy : His foul cloathed, 
in refifllefs force. Terrible rofe the fhout of the king. 
He firfl flew Iphition, in fight : The gallant fon of the 
godlike Otrynteus, — ^who led many fquadrons to war. 
Him the white-bofomed Nais bore,— to Otrynteus, the 
deflroyer of towns : The Nymph yielding to a hero her 
charms, — beneath the fhow-clad fummits c^ Tmolus. 
Fair from their loves arofe the youth : In the wealthy 
ftate of beauteous Hyda. Him rufhing forward in flght^ 
—the great Achilles flruck, with his fpear. On his fore- 
head defcehded the lance. The whole head is divided id 

. - - • 
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twain. Refounding, he fell to the earth; And, thus, 
Achilles infulted the flain. ** Thou Heft in death, O Ion 
of Otrynteus I Thou moft' dreadful of mortal men I 
Here is thy fate to fall. Thy blood thou deriv'ft, from 
afar : From the beauteous lake of Gyges : Where ipread 
thy paternal domains : Near the banks of the fiihy Hyllus, 
—and the gulphy ftreams of refounding Hermus.** 

Thus gloried the chief, o*er the flain. Endlefs dark;- 
nefs o*er-{hadowed his eyes." Him the wheels of the 
car-born Argives — ^mangled, as they rolled o*er the field. 
The hero flew then,, in his ftrength, — ^Demoleon the fon 
of Antenor : The ftout repeller of bloody war ! Oa 
the helmed temple defcended the lance. Nor ftopt the 
brazen head-piece its courie. Through the helm pafled 
the eager point, — and broke the crafliing flcull behind. 
The whole brain is difcompofed, within. He fiiUs, fub- 
dued, though furious in fight. The hero flew the ftout 
Hippodamus : As, defcending from his chariot .he fled. 
Through his back pafled the deadly {pear, — as, amain,, 
he urged his flight. Deep-groaning he breathes forth his 
foul : As roars a bull, when dragged by force, — ^to the 
fane of the Heliconian king : When the youths drag the 
vidim along : Their toil gladdens the earth-fliaking 
power. Thus groaning deep, as it went,. — ^liis mighty 
foul left his limbs, on the plain. • 
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5^u T, now, dje hero rufhfd^ wkh Ha rpear,-«-on Poly- 
dom^ ia fbn):^ Hko tlie gods : Tho youtibful Ton of aged 
Priam. Hiu hi? father detamed^ from the £ght: Be- 
ipawfe, of aU his gallant foiw,— he was the yomigefl: and 
moil: belpved^ Qrapeful rofe his fkture to view : In the 
fwiftnefs of his feet, he e»:eUed. Hs, in the folly of 
youthful play,-^n his vanity, difplaying his fpced, — 
nifhed along the front of battle : And left his haplefs 
foul;, in the race. • Hi m the lance of Achilles divine— 
flruck behind, as, rufhing, he pafled. On the golden 
clafp of the belt fell the fpear : Where, doubled, the cui- 
rafs oppofed. Near his navd appeared, "before,— the 
bloody point of the eager fteel. Oh his knees, fhrill- 
fhrieking, he fell. A dark cloud aroie on his eyes : 
Yet he gathered, with his hand, as he lay,— —his bloody 
entrails, that ifHied am^n. 

Jlux when the mighty Hedor beheld,-^-his brother 
Polydorus in, blood : Holding his entrails in his hands : 
And writhing himfelf, on the ground : A fudden dai k- 
nefs a^oie, on his eyea« No longer could he, diftant, 
re^igin.. Straight forward h^ came» on Achilles. He 
ihook> aloft, his fharp-pointed ipear : Himfelf like a 
£l^me of Bic I Achilles bounds,, with difmal joy, at the 
fight. H?x glorying, thefe words began : " Near is 
the hated man, who pierced, my inmoft ibul with wo : 

Who 
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Who flew my fneud moft beloved. Nor longer Haxai we 
one another in fight,--*-through Ae paths of devonring; 
war.** — Then ftcfnly, thus, to Hedor divine : " Ad- 
vance, quickly, advance r And reach the goai of de- 
ftruftive death.'* 

IT o him, undaimted in* fbul,t— ^hus, illuftrious H^dof 
replied : " Son of Peleus I Hope not widi words,: — ^ta 
fri^ten MB, like a timid boy. I aKb might titter r€proa<ih.. 
I- might pour empty vaunts, in thine ear-. Well I know^ 
that valiant thou' art : That far fuperior thou art to Hec- 
tor, in-i^ht. But ^ccefs- depends on the gods : It reftsi 
in THBiR bofoit»^ divine }i — whether, though kiferidr in 
force, I may not reach, thy life, with thi^ fpedr. Often^ 
bearii^ death it has ruihed. My javelin alio, is es^er for 
blood." 

He. (pc^e : And lanched his lc»^r<[uivering lance t But 
Pallas, with her breath divine, — ^ftopt the pointy from il*- 
hifirious Achilles4 Back it flew^ from the hero. It fell,, 
agfu% at the feet of Hedor. But Achilles,. aU furious,, 
advanced : Madly eager to flay the foe. With dreadful 
fbouts,. he. advanced. But AjpoUo bore He£tor away.. 
With-eafe, the power removed the chief. With thick dark-^ 
nofs he . involved hnn,^. around. Thrice, with* his m^h^ 
lanccy— rufhed forward Ach^lesdivine :. Thrice he drove 

his 
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his blazing point, through the bofom of the darknefs pro- 
found. But when, a fourth time, he bounded amain,-— 
bearing forward the force of a god : dreadful-threaten- 
injg the chief began, with winged words, like thefe : 

" Again, wretch, thou haft efcaped, from thy death I 
Surely, near thee advanced was thy fate. But thbe Phoe- 
bus Apollo has faved. To him thou ever raifeft thy vows : 
When thou ifllieft to the -clangor of fpears. But thee, 
hereafter, this fpear fhall transfix ; — when firft, . in com- 
bat, thou ft^id'ft oppofed : If fome god fliall defcend to 
mine aid, — to guide forward my deadly Ipear. But, now, 
I rufh on the Trojans : And, lay in death, their haplefs 
chiefs, as they fly.*' 

Thus, as the hero fpoke : On the neck he ftruck 
Dryops renowned. Before the feet of Achilles he fell. 
H I M he left rolling large, in his blood. On Demuchus, 
the fon of Philetor — brave in battle and large in fize, — 
the hero ruflied, as he fled. He pierced his knee, and re- 
ftrained his flight. He ftruck him, with broad-beaming 
fword : And gave his mighty foul to the winds. Aflail- 
ing both, he threw, with force, from their car, — Lao- 
gonus, and Dardanus brave, — ^the two fons of Bias re- 
nowned. The one he flew afar, with the fpear : The 
other, hand to hand, with the fword. 

He 
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He flew Tros, the youthful fbn of Alaftor. Right 
forward h e came, to Achilles. Vainly hoping, that, by 
feizing his knees — he could appeafe the fierce foul of the 
chief : That, through in treaty his life he might ipare : 
That the foe might pity his tender years. Fool that he 
was, in his hopes ! He knew not this — ^that he could not 
perfuade. Not gentle and mild was the man I But re- 
vengeful, unyielding and fierce. He feized the dreadful 
knees of the chief: With eager defire to entreat. But in 
his liver he plunged his (word. The liver flarted, at once, 
from the wound. His whole bbfom is filled, with his 
blood. Darknefs covered his languid eyes : As he poured 
forth his imprudent foul. 

Achilles, hand to hand, ftruck Mulius. At one ear 
entered the fpear : And, through the other, difplayed its 
point. He flew Echeclus, the Ion of Agenor. On his 
forehead fell the large-hiked fword. The whole blade is 
rendered warm, with his blood. Dark fate involved him 
round: And on his eyes, at once, arofe — the purple 
fhadows of ruthlefs death. He next ftruck the warlike 
Deucalion,^where the finews braced his elbow with 
ftrength. Through his arm pafled wholly the point. 
With his hand weighed down with the lance, — the war- 
rior flood, well-forefeeing his death. Him he flruck, 
on the neck, with his fword. Wide flew the head, with 
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its btamirtg hdrrU The {psm\ marrcw buifted fotth, 
vrith che blood. 



But, now, the hero ruflics amain,— on Rhigmus, the 
biave fon of Pireus. He, from fertile Thrace had come, — 
to urge battle, on the Argives, at Troy. Him he ftruck 
in the waift, with his lance. The brazen point, in his 
belly is fixed. Doubled, he fell from his can The hero 
wounds his driver behind : Areithous as his couriers he 
turned. On his back fell the fharp-pointed fpcar. He 
tumbled in death, from his car : The deeds ftart, at his 
founding fall. 

As when furious and refounding on high,— the wide- 
deftroying fire is borne, — through the hollow vales of the 
arid hills. The deep forefl is burning amain. To every 
{fide the veering winds bend alternate, the raging fiame^ 
Thtis all-furious to every fide^-^^H e is borne, like a god, 
with his fpeaa*. He flew the fiyingy ds they fied. The 
ditfk earth floated round, with their blood. As when the 
hind fubmits to the yoke,-^the bfoad-froutted ftrength of 
his bulls : To tread out the yellow barky amainf— on the 
facred floor of the golden Ceres. With eaie is trodden the 
grainy— by the feet of the loud-lowing bulls : So urged 
fofwafd, by the mighty Achilles,— 4iis deathlefs fteeddy 
as they bounded ^iig,^-^trod the dead, the fliield and 
3 bdms. 
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helms. The whble axle i« ftatoed with blood : The feat 
itfelf is drenched with gore ^ as Iprinkled it burfts on each 
fide, — from the feet of the coupfers divine: From the 
fteel-lurrounded orbs of the wheels. Aloft fat the fbn 
of Peleus : Eager to acquire renown. His invincible 
hands, — as he ftretches them forth to deaths,— are ftained^ 
with duft, with clotty blood. 
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WHEN they came, in their rapid flight, — ^to the 
clear-rufliing courfe of the ftream : To gulphy 
Xanthus, — defcended of deathiefs Jove. There divided, 
in two parties, they fled. One the hero purfued on the 
plain. To the city they bent their way : O'er the felf- 
iame fpace, where the Argives — fled amain, the preceding 
day : When raged Hedor divine, with his fpear. Thefc 
were poured along, in their trembling flight. Awful 
Juno their fteps to impede, — fpread before them imper- 
vious night. But half the army were rolled amain, — ^in 
the deeply-rufliing courfe of the gulphy ftream. They 
plunged in the river, with mighty noife. The broad 

bofom 
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bofom of the current refounds : And, o'er their windings, 
hoarfeiy groan the high banks. Loud-roaring, they fwim, 
to and fro, — borne along the gulphy ftream. 

A s when driven, by the force of the flame — fwarms of 
locufls quit the field, — ^and plunge amain, in the river's 
flream. Scorched by the ceafelefs fire, — ^which fuddenly 
has reared its beam : Struck with terror they rife, — and 
fly, for fafety, to the flood. Thus before the great Achil- 
les,— -the deep flream of refounding Xanthus, — ^is filled, 
from bank to bank, with men, with floating cars and 
fnorting fleeds. But the hero divine,— -on the bank,— 
left leaning, on a tamarifk, his fpear. Like a god, he 
plunged amain, in the flream : Holding only his fword, 
in his hand : But brewing many difmal deeds, in his foul. 
On every fide, he dealt his blows. The mournful groans 
of death afcend. Blood burfls around his deadly blade. 
The whole river is reddened with gore. 

As when, for fear of the mighty dolphin,— the finaller 
fry dart impetuous along. To the inmofl recefs of the 
roads,— of the harbours, unexpofed to the winds, they fly 
in terror. He hangs on their rear : Devouring all, that 
his fpeed can feize. So the Trojans, o'er the fwift-rufhing 
flream, — hid themfelves beneath the banks. But the 
hero, when his hands were fatigued, — ^with conquefl, with 

flaughter. 
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flaughter, "widi death, — feized twelve ciiofen youths, in 
the flood ■: Living offerings to the fallen Patroclus. Thefe, 
ftnick dumb with their mighty fears,— 4ie brought, like 
trembling fawns, to land. He bound their hands, be- 
hind, with thongs : Thongs beauteoufly wrought, which 
hung,— on bright rings, by their own haplefs fides. He 
gave them bound to his faithful friends^ — ^to be led to the 
fhips of the Argives. 

But again he plunged large, intfheftream: Eager to 
dcftroy tind -flay. He came forward, on the flight of a 
youth : Hie gracdfbl fon of Dardaniaft Priam : <^ Ly- 
caon, as he fled from the river. H e, whom formerly die 
hero had feized. Him heibised, ifliiing foith thn>u^ 
the bofom of night r And brought liim captive, from the 
fields of his fii«. The youth was then employed at the 
ax, cutting the wMfig-tree*s tender bou^s, — to^m the 
round of the charioC-wlheel. An -evil unforefeen came 
Achilles. He feized and fold the princely flave : He fold 
him, to te oorne jo'er the main — to Lemnos wdH-peopled 
ifle. The fon of Jafbn ^ve the price. But tfce friendly 
hofl: of his father, — Imbrian Eetion redeemed the youdi : 
And fent him to Ar2b^ divine. From Arilb^ he fecredy 
fled : And came to his paternal halls. Eleven days, from 
Lemnos arrived, — ^he deliglited his foul, with his friends. 
On the twelfth, fome deathlcfs power, inliis wrath, — threw 

him, 
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htBiy beadkMig, in the hands of Achilles : To be lent to 
the regions of death : Thence never again to return I 

Now, when illustrious Achilles — perceived him bare, 
without helmet or fhield, — without a bright-beaming 
fpear in his hand : For all he had thrown, on the ground : 
Sweat covered the youth, as he fled : Fatigue had quite 
fubdued his limbs. Wrathful, the hero perceived : And, 
thus, fpoke to his own mi^itf Ibul : ** Gods \ What new 
wonder afcends to my view I Again the daring Trc^ans^ 
who tumbled in death from my lance ! Again they 
fife, on the field : fiurfting die thick rail of infernal night f 
As this Trcjan has returned o'er the deep,-«>«feaping the 
evil day : Though fold to facred Ltmnos a Have. Nor 
H I \f has the hoary main deCstined : That many unwilling 
detains. But now this adive prince fhall tafte, — the 
deadly point of the Pelian a{h,— that my foul, by expe> 
rience may learn,— >-wbether thus he again ihall return ? 
Whether earth ihall the youth confine : The bounteous 
earth> which reftrains the brave V* 

Revolving this, in his (bul, he ftood. Struck with 

terror the youth approached : Eager to embrace his knees. 

Much he wifhcdy io his troubled foul,-*-<ieftru^ive death 

to avotdy-^-and the fiucy whidi was borermg near. In aA, 

Adoiles dinofe-^had railed his deadly lance to (trike. Be- 
neath 

\ 
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neath it, rufhed the haplefs Lycaon : And prone on earthy 
embraced his knees. O'er his back, flood in earth the 
fpear : Eager to drench itfelf in blood. But the fuppliant 
youth feized his knees, with one hand : With the other^ 
held the pointed fpear : And grafpt it, with all his force. 
His fupplicating voice he raifed : And poured thefe winged 
words, in his nithlefs ears : 

** I SEIZE thee by the knees, Achilles f O regard me \ 
Pity me, — hear I Before thee a facred fuppliant I am, O 
race of hofpitable Jove I With thee I firft, tailed food, — 
the fruits of the golden Ceres ; on that day, that fetal 
day! When, feized in the well-cultured field, — thou 
fold'fl me to facred Lemnos,— far, far firom my father 
and friends. The price of a hundred oxen I brought, — 
now thrice their value fhall, for mercy, be told. This 
is the twelfth fatal morn, — fince Ilium received me re- 
turned. Much have I fuffered, O chief ! To crown mif- 
fortune, pernicious fate — ^has thrown me in thy mighty 
hands. Odious to the gods I am I Too much detefl^d b^ 
father Jove, — ^who delivers me again to thee,'\ 

"Me fhort of life my mother bore I Laptho^ brought 
me forth to the light : The daughter of aged Altes : Altesy 
who extended his fway,— o'er the Leleges in battle re- 
nowned. In lofty Pedafus he dwelt — ^near Satnio's beau- 
teous 
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teous ftreams. Priam his daughter poflefled : With many 
other lovely dames. Of her, we both, her Ions, were 
born : Both deflined to fall, by thy hind : Him, whom 
on foot thou fubdued'ft, — Polydorus in form like the gods. 
He has poured his foul, round thy Ipear. Herb fate 
hovers dark, o'er m y head. I fhall never, I deem, efcape : 
As a god has brought me, thus, to thy fpear. But an- 
other thing I will tell : And weigh it, hero, in thy foul. 
The mother of HeAor is not mine : Of Hedor, who flew 
thy godlike friend,— full of pity as valiant in arms I" 

« 

Thus fpoke the haplefs fon of Priam. Mournful rofe 
his fuppliant words. But flern and unrelenting was the 
voice, which he heard : ** Talk not, fool, of ranibms to 
ME. Number no gifts, for thy wretched life. Before 
Patroclus fell fubdued : Ere fate had covered the firfl of 
my friends : Then it pleafed my foul to fpare, — fomewhat 
to fpare the children of Troy. Many I took alive, in 
the field : Many captives I (old afar. Now, none fhall 
from death efcape : None whom god, before high Ilium, 
— fhall throw, in my deadly hands: None of all 
the Trojan race : And, leafl of all, the children of 
Priam I" 

■ 

" Die thou alio, my friend I Why lamentefl thou thus 

in vain I Fallen is the mighty Patroclus : A greater far 

Vol. II. Q^q than 
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than THEE lies ilain. Me furvey. Roll o*er mb thi»e 
eyes : Yet great as I amj-^though mighty in battle and 
graceful 'in fwrn : Though fprung from a hero divinf^ ; 
Xhough of an awful godtjefs bom ; Yet near pie k de- 

ftnKSlive death. Fate elofes her qloud Q*ei: my bea4. On 
^me naorning, or mid^day bright,'— or whea the doubtful 
twUight deieendsj'-r^t n\yfelf ani doomed to fall. Soipfi 
foe fhalj deprive nie pf life : Or launching forward his, 
deadly fpeaf : Or difmjiJing a £b^f|, from the ftiring." 

H E fpoke : The ftripling ilirunk from his words. His 
heart i^ed< His Hrnbs were unbraced. His hand fell, 
.7ekxed> from the fpear. He fat, with arm^ out->^ftretched- 
Achilles, with lus deadly iword,--«-{lrvck the tender neck 
of the youth. Wholly buried, in the wound, is the 
blade. Prqne oa earth, extended he lay. The dark blood 
^owed and drenched the giround. AchiUes. feizedithe 
iUin, by the f^ot. He threw him tp be borne, on the? 
^ivep^'s ijb^m,; And g^piyipg aer hini>, with winged 
wor(ip^ he beg^ : 

"Lie there, among the. fifh, in death. Let the finny 
tribe furround thy corfe, as it floats, — and drink fpcurely 
thy flowing blood. Nor mother fhall bewail thee, 
ibetched on a biei : But thee gulphy Scamander fllall 
bear, on hi& couribj-n-to the wide back of the hoaiy main. 
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There fotne bounding fifh fliall come. He (hall drag thee, 
beneath the dark furface of ocean : And glut himfelf, 
with the fat of Lycaon. But perifh all the perjured race : 
Till facred Ilium fliall fall, by our hands : You, thus, 
flying along the plain : I, hovering with death, on your 
reai*. Nor your own native river avails. His filver cur- 
rent rolls in vain. Unrepaid all your offerings remain : 
The many bulls, which his altar have ftained : The living 
courfers> which ye threw, in his gulphy ftreams. But, 
chuS) fhall ye iink in difmal death : Till ye all {hall atone, 

■ 

with your blood,— for the fall of the mighty Patnx:lus : 
For the (laughter of ail the Ai^ves,-^whom ye flew in 
fti y abfence frcMn war«** 

H E fpoke : The river fwelled to wrath> at his words. 
Much the god revolved in his mind, — how he fhould 
turn from deflrudive fight — ^the deadly hsmd of Achilles 
divine : How he could obftrud the chief,>-<md turn ruii^i 
and death, from Troy, Mean time, the daring fon of 
Peleus, *— ftretching forward his long-pointed fpcar, — 
bounds on the mighty Afteropaeus,— eager to give, to 
death, — ^the fon of Pelagon renowned. Hi m the wide- 
flowing Axius begot, — and Peribjea, like a goddefs in 
form : The eldeft of the lovely daughters— of Aceflame- 
nus divine. On the \^^rior rufhed great Achilles. Iflu- 

Q^q 2 ing 
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ing forth from the river, he ftrode. He flood oppofed to 
the fon of Peleus : Shaking two long Ipears in his hands^. 
Xanthus poured valour, in his breaft : For much he raged, 
for the flaughtered youths, — ^whom Achilles laid, in blood, 
in his ftream : Whom, without pity, he flew. 

When near each other the heroes advanced : Ru/hing 
forward to mutual wounds: To his foe, with winged 
words, — firft began Achilles divine : f* Who of mortal 
men art thou ? Who prefumes to oppofe me in arms ? 
The children of unhappy parents,— come forward to m y 
javelin in war." — " Daring fon of godlike Peleus 1" Re- 
plied Pelagon's illuftrious fon : ** Why enquir'ft thou, 
concerning my race ? I came from a land' remote : From 
Paeonia*s beauteous domains : And, o'er the fpear-armed 
Pseonians — I extend my high command. This to me is the 

■ 

eleventh morn, — before Ilium expofed to the winds. But 
I derive my race divine, — from the wide-fpreading flream 
of Axius : Axius, whofe beauteous waters — ^are diflufed, 
o'er all the land. He begot Pelagon renowned : Pelagon, 
they fay, is m y flre. But no more I Let us fight, illu- 
ftrious Achilles !'* 

Thus threatening the hero (poke. Achilles raifed the 
Pelian afli. At once flew both the {pears from the foe : 
For the hero, Afteropxus— -could launch the javelin^ 

3 with 
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with either hand. With one he ftruck the fhield divine : 
Nor, through and through, pafled the eager point. The 
gold prevented — the gift of the god ! The other flightly 
touched the arm of the chief. Near his . right elbow it 
pailed. Forth-iflued the fable blood. The fpiear is fixed, 
in the earth behind : Though eager to pierce the foe. 

Next, Achilles urged his ftraight-rufhing fpear,- 
againft the breail of Afteropaeus : Eager to lay him, in 
death. From the hero, it ftrayed, as it flew. But it 
ftruck the lofty bank of the ftream. Half-immerfed in 
earth, is the a(h. The fon of Peleus drew his fwordy from 
his thigh : And bounded forward, with furious mien. But 
the foe, with his finewy arm— -could not extr-ad, from 
the earth, — ^the heavy afh of the great Achilles. Thrice 
he tugged it, with all his force. Thrice, in the effort, 
he failed. But when, a fourth-time, he prepared in his 
foul, — to break the bending afh, in the ground : Achilles 
advanced, hand to hand : And deprived him of life, with 
his fword. Through the navel pafled. the point of the 
blade. His whole entrails are poured, on the ground. 
Sudden darknefs arofe, on his eyes, — as gafping, he 
breathed his foul. Achilles nifhed on the breaft of the 
flain. He flript him of all his arms : And, thus, glory- 
ing, the hero began i 



M 
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*<* L IE, thus, in thy flowing blood. Hard the Xselk it is 
for THEE, — ^to- contend, in combat, with the i^ace, — thie 
tnatchlefs race of all-powerftil Jove. Haind the ta& it is 
ifof THEE ! Though deriving from a river thy birth. Thou 
Jiaft hoa&ed thy race divine, — from the god of a wide- 
fpreading ftream : But I glory to derive my dcfi::ent,— ^ 
from the blood of the ftorm-ruling Jove. A godlike hero 
is my fire : Who, o'er the warlike Myrmidons reigns : 
Peleus, the fon of ^acus : But ^acus himfelf was of 
ove, 

** More powerful is thundering Jove, — than his rivers, 
that flow to the main. More powerful is the race of high 
Jove^ — than the fons of a rufliing ftream. Near thee, 
flows a mighty river : If in ought he could avail, in his 
might. But H E knows, that he muft not contend, — nor 
■urge war, againft the great fon of Saturn. Nor Arche- 
loius himfelf, — the king of Rivers 1 can compare with 
the god : No ; nor the mighty ftrength — of the deep- 
rufhing ftream of the ocean : From whom the roaring 
rivers flow, — the fpreading arms of the foamy main : The 
fprings, that gufli amain from the hills : The wells that 
fink deep in the ground : Even h e dreads the bolt of 
great Jove : The awful thunder, that rolls on high : 
When he covers all the heavens, with his founding ftorms.'* 

He 



I 
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H £ fpoke : And dfcw his braizen {pear, froin tliie bank. 
He„ th^re, left the warricM-, in blood. Bceathk^ he left 

» 

bioi, THERE : Stretched large, on the yellow fand. The 
fable ilream rufhed, o'er his corie: And tinged itfelf,. 
with, blood, as it flowed. The curUng eels^ the flnnj 
tribe— ^became bufy around the dead. Gliding, they 
enter the gaping wound — and, nibbling, eat the fat,., 
which covers his reins. But the hero advanced, ia wrath, 
— againft the ranks of the car-borne Pseonians. They, 
on the river's banks,— -now turned to flight, o*er all their 
liner When they law, by far, their bravefl: in fight — 
lying flain, in the bloody field. : Subdued, by the hands^ 
of Achilles, — by his deadly fword transfixed* Then he 
flew the valiant Therfikx:hu& : Then Mydon,. and Aftyr- 
pylus bold. Mnefus, godlike Thrafius fell : iEaius and 
brave Opheleftes. 

Now, many more of the car-borne Paeonians— had 
fallen by the hands of the great Achilles : But incenfed 
at the flau^iter,<— began the awful river, with gulphs 
profound. The voice of man the god aflumed. He {poke 
from his own deep-rufliing ftreams : " O Achilles T* 
began the god : "la valour thou ail mortals exceiril :-^ 
But in fiercenels, thou all tranfcend'fl. Dreadfiil are 
the deeds of thy hand 1 The gods themfelves ever aid 

thee,, 
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thee, in fight ! But if the mighty fon of Saturn, — ^have 
given THEE to deftroy all the foe. Drive them, at leaft, 
from M Y courfe : And execute his high commands, o'er 
the field. Choaked up with fliain are my fair-flowing 
ftreams : Nor can I pour, as heretofore,-^— my rolling 
waves to the fpacious main. Cramped with bodies I 
ftruggle in vain. None efcapes from thy deadly fpear. 
But thou, defift, O leader of armies I Struck with won- 
der, thy deeds I behold." 

To the god great Achilles replied : ** Thy high com- 
mands fhall be obeyed, O Scamander, defcended from Jove! 
But, I will not ceafe to purfue,— to flay the treaty-breaking 
Trojans t Till I clofe them, in their own lofty town : Till 
I try, whether He<ftor divine — ^fliall m e fubdue, in dread- 
ful ftrife. Or he himfelf fall transfixed, by my fpear." 
Thus faying, with the force of a god, — ^he bounded, on 
the Trojans, amain. Then to far-fliooting Phoebus — be- 
gan the River with gulphs profound : " Ha I Bearer of 
the filver bow \ Apollo, deathlefs offspring of Jove I For- 
got by thy foul, are the refolves, — the high commands of 
the fon of Saturn. He bade thee, in many words, to 
aid, — to ftand prefent with the warriors of Troy : Till 
late the evening fon fliall dcfoend : And darknefs o*er- 
ihadow the world." 

He 
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' He fpoke : From the lofty bank,— Achilles bounded, 
with )\i& rpear, in the (beam. Rouzed to wrath is the 
mighty god; Furious, he rears his high-fwoln waves. 
Troubled, . he rolls all his dreams. From his channel, 
he throws, amain, the dead : The bodies mangled, . by 
the fteel of Achilles. Thefe he threw, as he roared, 
aftiore : Loud-bellowing like a hundred bulls. The 
living he feved, with his beauteous fbeams, — ^forming, 
round them, a watery wall. But dreadful, round the 
mighty Achilles, — the troubled water fwelled and foamed. 
Leaning forward on his broad fhield,— he turned the cur- 
rent, with the orb. But upborn are his feet, with the 
flream. He feized a branchy elm, in his hands : An elm, 
which ilourifhed large, by the river's fide. Torn amain, 
from its roots, — ^it drew the whole bank along : ReprefT- 
ing the roaring dream, — as fell, at once, its heavy 
boughs. 

The hero, iiliiing, from the channel, with force,— 
in terror, urged his flying fteps, o'er the plain. Nor yet 
<lefifted the mighty god. He reared his current o*er his 
banks. Darkening its furface, his flood arofe. He re- 
fdlved to turn Achilles from fight : To lave the Trojans, 
from ruin and death. High-bonn<fing fled the fon of 
Peleus. As far> as a fpear can fly, — ^the hero fprung at 
every bound. He bore in his courfe, the force of an eagle : 

Vox. n. R r A dark 
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A dark eagle, diat defcends on his prey : The ftrongeft,. 
the fwifteft of birds I With fuch force,^. refounding he 
moved. Around his breaft his armour rung. He urged 
obliqudy his devious flight. Behind him, rufhing, roared 
the ftream.- 

A s when, on the hill's floping fide,— -the peafant, from 
the dark-flowing fpring — leads the bubbling courfe of a 
dream, — to his garden, and fading^ plants. The huge 
mattock he holds, in his hand : And, from the furrow, 
removes the clods. In this channel defcends the rill,-— 
rolling the founding pebbles along. Murmuring, it flows, 
down the fl:eep,i — and frequently its leader outruns. Thus 
ceafelefs, though fwift was the chief, — the River's fl:ream 
purfued Achilles : For more powerful than men are the 
gods 1 But as often, as Achilles divine, — flood oppofcd to 
the ecchoing flream : To know whether all the deathlefs 
powers, — ^who poflefs the fpacious halls of the iky, — hung 
forward, with their force, on his flight: So often the 
mighty wave — of the River defcended of Jove, — rofe 
foaming o'er his flioulders broad. He, (ad in foul, high'- 
bounded away. The River fubdued his limbs beneath. 
Roaring, rapid, obliquely-borne, — the flream removed 
the Aiding earth from his feet. The fon of Peleus deeply- 
groaned, from his foul : Eying the fpacious face of the 
fky. 

" O FATHER 
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** O FATHER Jove I" The hero faid : " Will none of 
the immortal gods, — ^aid me, in my fore diArefs ? Or fave 
me from this dreadful ftream ? Prevent this (hameful fate, 
O Jove ! Pour, in fome other form, thy wrath. But none 
of all the deathlefs gods — I blame, fo much, as my mor 
ther divine. She deceived her haplefs fon. She fore- 
told, that I was deftined to fall — ^before the walls of the 
bright -mailed Trojans : That my hovering fate was due,— 
to the fhafts of the bowyer Phoebus. O would 1 That I 
lay flain by Hedor : The braveft chief whom Troy has 
reared 1 Then had a mighty hero fallen : A mighty hero 
had Ipoiled the dead^ But now inglorioufly I fall. I am 
hurried away, by a ftream : In a mighty river inclofed I 
fliall lie. Like a vile fwine-herd, overwhelmed and loft I 
Whom, on a rainy day, as he tempts the ford, — ^the head- 

< 

long torrent bears drowned to the main." 

H E fpoke : And quickly, by his fide, — ^rofe Neptune 
and blue-eyed Minerva. Near the hero, confefled, they 
ftood : Afluming, each, a human form. They feized his 
hand, in their hands. They confirmed him with words 
divine : And, thus, began the earth-ftiaking power : " Son 
of Peleus, thy terror ceafe. Remove the cloud, from thy 
troubled foul : Such the aid thou deriv'ft from the gods ! 
By Jove's confent w e both are come : I and blue-eyed 
Pallas attend. It is not in the fates, for Achilles — ^to 

R r 2 perifli 
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periih by a river's rage. Soon ihall he, from his ftiry 
defifl. Be patient, and thine eyes (hall behold ! But thou, 
obey our will divine : Obey, in all, what the gods fug- ^ 
geft. Reftrain not thy hand from battle, — from the ftrife 
of all-equalling waf : Till thou hafl the Trojans in* 
clofed, — ^all thofe, who fhall efcape from thy lance — • 
within the walls of the facred Ilium. Taou, depriving 
Hefior of life — ^fhalt return to the hollow fhips. With 
THAT glory, we fhall c»ver thine arms." 

Thus fpeaking, they flew, on the winds. Rouzed) 
by the high commands of the gods : He rufhed forward, 
along the field. The field was covered, with the floods. 
Many were the iplendid arms — many the bodies of war- 
riors flain, — that floated amain, on the flream ! Higho- 
bounding the hero rufhed : Againfl the river*s courfe, he 
flrode. The wide-flowing flream reflrained not his fpeed : 
Such vigour Pallas had breathed on his limbs. Nor yet 
Scamander abated his rage. Redoubled rofe the dreadful 
wrath <^ the god. He fwelled the waves of all his flreajois. 
He rolled them, roaring, o*er the plain : And, thus, the 
flreamy Simois he urged : 

" Brother beloved !*' Began the god : ** We both, 
with joint force, may refb-ain, — ^the flrength and valour 
of ONE gallant chief. Elfe he fpon fhall level with 

4 earth,-i— 
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eartl^, — tUe iacred city of godlike Priam. The Trojan§ 
have ceaied, from the fight. All yield to h i s refiftlef^ 
ipear. But thou, quickly rufh to mine aid. From thy 
'fountains replenifh thy rills. Rouze all thy roaring 
dreams, at once. Swell, o*er thy banks, thy mighty 
wave. Roll together, tumultuous and loud, — trunks of 
trees and broken rocks. Let us,—— refbunding amain,— 
fcprefs this great, deftrudive. man : Who vidorioufly Arides 
in his might : Who equals the gods in his deeds. But^ 
neither his mighty force fliall avail : Nor yet that awful 
form divine : No : Nor that dazzling fplendor of all hh 
arms : All these, beneath our ftreams, overwhelmed,—-' 
{hall lie concealed in heaps of (lime. With fand I fball 
involve him round : And pile mountains of earth on his 
corfe. Nor can the Argives, in all their zeal, — collet his 
fnow-white bones in a tomb, — fuch a mound {hall I rear, 
b*er his head. I {hall his obfequies perform : His k- 
pulchre my {Ireams {hall rear. Nor the warrior inter- 
ment {hall need, — ^when Greece {hall pay funeral rites to 
her hero.** 

H B fpoke : And poured his whole force, on Achilles : 
Raging amain, o*er his troubled fh'eams. Loud-murmur^ 
ing, he roared along, — ^with foam, with blood, with heroes 
{lain. The purple wave of the Jovc-defcended {Iream,- 
fwelled aloft and fell whole, on the offspring of Peleus. 

Awful 
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Awful rofe the loud voice of Juno. Much fhe feared for 
Achilles divine : Left the mighty River, in rage, fliould 
bear him to his gulphs profound. Straight flie Vulcan ad- 
dreflcd.. Thus, rofe her voice to her fon beloved : " Arife 
to battle ! My fon, Arife ! To thee, as equal, is op- 
pofed in the ftrife, — gulphy Xanthus, with all his ftreams. 
Arife. Bring quickly aid, my fon ! Rouze all thy found- 
ing flames to the fight. But I myfelf will awake o'er 
the main, the nifliing blafls of two powerful winds : The 
Zephyr, darkening, as he flies, — the rapid force of the 
Ibutherh wind. They, bearing forward dreadful flame— 
fliail burn the arms and the Trojans flain. But thou, 
on the banks of Xanthus, — ^wrap all his crackling trees, 
with fire. Throw fire in his vCTy ftream. Nor foothing 
words mufl: quell thy rage : Nor be thou turned from thy 
purpofe, with threats. Reftrain not, in aught, the wafte- 
ful force : Till I, aloud, the fignal give : Then reprefs the 
devouring fire." 

She fpoke ; And Vulcan launched his fires. Dread- 
ful-fparkling, they ruflied from his hands. Firft kind- 
led, on the field, were the flames. The god, firfl: burnt 
the Trojans flain : Who many and mangled, in blood,— 
lay amain, by the hero's arm. The whole field is dried 
o'er its bounds. The lefliened deluge flirinks from the 
plain. As when, in autumn, the northern wind— dries 

the 
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the watered garden with eafe : And o'er his foul, exults 
the fwain. So dried, o*er its bounds, is the field: When 
blaze the fkin,. in the heaven-fent fire.^ . 

On the river, the god turned his arms. He launched 
into the flream the fire. The lofty elms, the willows 
blaze I The low tamarifk, the lotus, the reeds, — which 
dourifhed amain, on the banks, — ^and o'er the ftreamy 
river waved. The writhing eels, the fifhes gafp : To and 
fro, they fly from the flame,-— and deeply dive, beneath 
idle clear-rufliing ftreams. Much they labour for life, in 
the heat — ^which the artift divine had raifed. The whole 
ftrength of the river burns. Vanquifli'd Xanthus, thus^ 
addrefles the gods r 

**.0 Vulcan I Surely none of the gods,— can meet thy 
force, in equal fight. Nor I with thee, in fuch battle, 
will ftrive : Reprefs, O power, thy dreadful flames. 
Defift, in pity, from the fight. Straight let Achilles 
divine, — expel the Trojans and level their town. What 
have I to do with ftrife ? What with aid, to wretched 
men ?'* He fpokc, burning in the flames of the god. 
O'er their breadth his waters boiled. As fwells the huge 
caldron within, when round it flames the mighty fire : 
When melting the fat of a high-fed boar. The bubbles 
rife, on every fide : Wide-blazes, beneath, the wood. 

Thus 
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.Thus bubbled the Riycr*s heatafceous ftrcains : Thus, boiled 
'his troubled waters, amain. . Reflraihed, was hk comrfe, 
from the main : O'er it fpread a doud of foioke : Be- 
neath the force of the artift divine. Opprefled with heat, 
the fuppliant gbd,-^thus addrefled his prayers to Juno. 

« . . < . . . 

** O Juno I Why has thy fon— defcended, in his wrath, 
tmmy ftream? Why me more than others infeft? Nor 
yet fo much to blame, is Xanthus, — as other powers, 
who the Trojans aiUfl. Yet I will ceafe to aid thy foes : 
If fuch are thy mighty commands. But let this power 
reftrain his- r^e : And I will plight my f^th, with an 
t>ath : That never (hall mine aid ward away-*-d)e evil 
day, from devoted Troy : Not when facred Ilium itfelf,— 
involved in flame, (hall fall to the earth, — beneath the 
hands of the warlike Argives." 

When white-armed Juno heard the god, — fhe fpoke, 
ftraight, to her fon beloved : " Vulcan, rellrain thy rage I 
Ceafe thy fury, my fon* renowned 1 Uiyuft it is to tor- 
ment a god, — ^^for wretched man, devoted to death." She 
fpoke : And the artift. divine — etictihguifhed his wide- 
flaming Are. The beauteous waters to their . channel 
returned : And rolled their wonted courfe to the main* 
But after the ftrength of Xanthus — ^lay fubdued by Vul- 
-can divine : Both the gods refigned the fight: Reiftrained 
fcy Juno, thou^Ti ftill flie raged. 
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But on the other deathlefs powers,— -dreadful cohteft 
and battle defcend. Their heavenly fouls were divided 
to all. They favoured different fides, in the war. With 
mighty tumult, on each other, they rufhed. The ipa- 
cious earth groans amain, at the ftrife : And hugp heaven 
refounds, o'er its fpheres. Jove heard the tremendous 
noife : As on fiiow-clad Olympus he fat. Toy opened 
o'er the heart of the god : As h e beheld the contending 
powers. Nor they long apart remained on the field. 
Mars began, the dreadful breaker of {hields I He firft 
Tulhed on blue-eyed Pallas. Holding his brazen fpear in 
his hand : He, thus, began with reproachful words : 

** Why, moft audacious of all the gods ! Why excit*fi: 
thou the powers to engage ? Endued thou art with matchr 
lefs pride. Thy daring foul bears thee forward to ftrife. 
Remember'ft thou not,' faithlefs power! Or flip thy 
crimes, from thy haughty foul? — ^When Diomedes was 
urged, by thy words,— to wound, in battle, this death- 
lefs form ? With thy hand, thou guided'ft the fliining 
lance : Right forward it came, by thy power,— -and 
mixed its point, with the blood of a god. But now. ven- 
geance purfues thee, I deem : And thou flialt feel, for my 
former woes.*' 

H E fpoke : And ftruck, with his mighty Ipear,— the 

dreadful orb of 'the tafielled ^gis : Which even the flam- 
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ing bcdt of Jove-"— could not fobdue^ in >its rage. This 
the power with ilaughter flained — ftruck amain, with hi» 
dreadful fpear. But she, retiring back apace,— -grafpt a* 
ftone, in her mighty hand : A ftone, which lay on the. 
field,-^— dark, rugged, enormous in iiase 1 Which men,, 
in the days of old,— placed to mark the limits of lands. 
With this, {he ftruck impetuous Mars. On his neck fell 
the weight. His huge limbs were unbraced. He funk. 
O'er feven acres extended he lay. His locks divine were 
foiled with duft. . His arms refounded round the god.. 
Blue-eyed Pallas fmiled, at his fall; And glorying o'eir 
the vanquifhed power, ^ — ^thu& with winged words (he 
began : 

** I\tPETUou8 and unthinking god ! Perceiv'ft thou nor 
yet," in thy foul : That not vain is theboaft of Pallas,— ^ 
who glories to excel thee, in force? Pcrceiv*ft thou not 
my fuperior ftrength,— when thiw thou vcntur'ft to op~ 
pofe me, in aims ? Thy wrathful mother's furies purfue 
—and lay thee, mi earth, by my hand. The eyils* con- 
trived lor THEE, are ccme: Aa thou haft deferted the. 
Argives : As thou aid'ft the trcatyr breaking warriors of 
Troy.** 

Thus faying, flie turned away— the awful fplendour 
of her eyes. The daughter of Jove, the golden Venus, 

raffed 
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raifed the fallen power, by the hand. She led him flowljr 
from the field. Scarce breathes with pain, the gafping 
god : Scarce yet he colleded his wandering foul. The 
white-armed Juno beheld them both : With winged 
words, flie to Pallas began: "O gods! Behold that 
fight of fhame I Invincible • daughter of iEgis-bearing 
Jove i Behold again that audacious power ! How fhe 
leads, through the wide-flaming war, — ^impetuous Mars« 
the deftroyer of men ! But thou, purfue, with vengeance, 
her fteps." 

r 

She fpoke : The goddefs heard her with jc^. With 
hafty ilride fhe rufhed on the queen. She ftruck her, on 
the white-heaving breaft,— with the force of her mighty 
hand. Her beauteous limbs were unbraced, as {he funk. 
Darknefs rofe, on her labouring foul. Side by fide, the 
vanquifhed powers—lay ftretched, on the fruitfiil earth. 
0*er them gloried blue-eyed Pallas : And thus^ with 
wing6d words, fhe began : ** Thus vanquifhed may all 
lie difgraced, — -who aid the faithlefs Trojans, in war,— 
againft the force of the bright- mailed Argives I Thus 
fubdued, lie vanquifhed the powers : Who, like Venus, 
^ves aid to Mars — >oppofed to the flrength of Minerva I 
Then fhall the immortal gods,-— >ceafe from battle and 
fhameful ^ife : When the high-built city of facred 
Ilium,— -fhall lie levelled with earth) in its fmoak.** 

S f 2 Shs 



•c •■ 



31^ THE ILIAD OF HOMER. BeoK XXR 

She fpoke: And Juno, with fmiles, approved. But 
the king, who fhakes the folid earth, — ^thus fpoke to the 
far-fhooting Phcebus : ** Phoebus \ Why ftand we apart, 
in the flrife ? It becomes not — when the gods are engaged. 
Difgrace {hall cover us both : Should we, without battte 
return, — to Olympus with fummits of fnow, — to the 
brazen halls of high-thundering Jove. Begin : For thou 
art younger in years. It becomes not m e to begin : As 
long before thee, I was born : And mcwre knowledge has 
enlightened my mind. Unthinjcing god I What folly has 
veiled thy foul ? Forgottfen, by thee are our wrongs I 
Remember'ft thou not in ought, — the evils, which we 
fufFered at Troy } When we alone of all the gods, — 
defcending from the manfions of Jove: Served the 
haughty Laomedon, — a whole year, for a ftated hire ? 
Their city rofe to the Trojan powers, — their lofty wall, 
from thefe hands divine : Their thick, their folid, beau- 
teous walls — to render Ilium impregnably ftrong. To 
feed his lowing herds were thy care : In the deep vales 
of the wood-covered Ida.'* 

' " But when the revolving feafons came— with the time 
for difcharging our hire : Then the unjuft Laomedon,- 
by force defrauded us both of the whole. He difmiifed 
us, with difgrace, from his prefence : And added threats 
to injuftice and fhame. He threatened to fetter thy feet 

and 
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and hands : To fell thee, as an abje<5l: ilave, — to iflanda 
remote in the main. To us both he affirmed, in his 
(com: That, with Aeel, he would fhorten our ears. 
Straight we rofe to the manfions of Jove. Wrath darkly 
fwelled, on our fouls : For the hire, which he promifed 
we raged : For his threats and his broken faith. And 
is it for this thou favour'il his race ? For this, thou op- 
pofeft our will : — That Ilium's deep foundations may 
fall : That the treaty-breaking Trojans may perifh : With 
their children and tender wives ?" 

To Neptune replied, in his turn — the long-haired king, 
that (hoots from afar : " O thou, that furroundeft the 
world ! Not prudent I ought to be called, — fhould I 
raihly engage with thee : For mortals, a wretched race I 
Like the frail fucceffions of leaves, — men defcend on the 
tide of time. Now they bloflbm, in all their bloom: 
Deriving vigour from the fruits of the earth : Nqw> 
they wither, as they lie on the ground. Then let u& 
abflain from the fight : Let thofe, who perifh, in battle 
engage.** 

Thus fpeaking, he backward retired. Much he feared 

in his deathlefs breafl, — to mix his hands with the brother 

of Jove. Him his fifler upbraided aloud : Bright Diana> 

who delights in the chace ! The goddefs of defarts began. 

She fpoke re^M-oachful words, like thefe : " Fty^ft ^^^ 

then^ 
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then, THOU that flioot'ft, ffom a&r ? R.efign'ft thou to 
Nept^ane the ^d ? With fuch eafe, haft thou given him 
renown ? Vain god I Why this martial parade ? That irfe- 
leis bow, which refound^ as thou ftrid'ft ? Henceforth 
thine empty vaunts forbear. Boaft no longer, in the man-*^ 
{wm of Jove : As heretofore, in the ears of the gods : 
That thou could'ft contend, in dreadful ftrife, — with 
Neptune, who rules the main." 

She (poke: Nor in ought replied,-— bright Apollo, 
who Ihoots from afar. Rage feized the awful fpoufe of 
Jove. She upbraided the fliaft-loving queen : And thus 
began, with reproachful words : " Hpw prefum'ft thou, 
audacious power 1 To {land oppofed to me in arms ? Hard 
fhall I prove for Diana in force : Though laden, with her 
quiver and bow I Jove ordained thee a plague to thy fex : 
Among women th ee a lion he made, — to flay, whom thou 
wilt, with thy fliafts. More eafy it is o'er the wilds, — to 
lay the favage race, in their blood : O'er the defart, the 
hind to purfue : Than with thy bietters to combat in war. 
But if a trial Diana would make : Let her rife. In thy 
woes thou flialt find, — how fupcrior is Juno in force." 

She fpoke : Both her wrifts (he eagerly feized. Her 
left hand grafpt them both amain : With her right, from 
her fhoulders divine, — fhe tore the quiver replete with 

2 fhafts. 
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ihafts. tlound the huntrefs, Alternately urged,—- cmi ddiei^ 
fide, the quiver ^w> The goddefs winds her ^r form^ 
£r<Mn the blows. The winged arrows are ftrewed, on the 
ground. Burning into tears, fhe roTe, — ^likc a do^e, on 
the veering winds : A dove, that from the falcon Hiesi — *' 
to the dark cleft of the hollow rock : her wonted retreat,, 
from the foe: Not yet deftined by fate to fall. Thus 
burfling into tears fhe flew. Her bright quiver remained 
behind. 

B u T to the long-haired Latona,— winged Hermes tHefr 
words began : <' Nor I, Latona, with the£ will contend^. 
Hard the taflc it is to contend — ^with the awful wives of the 
ftorm-ruling Jove ! Boafl freely, O long-haired queen L 
Goi. Triumph, among the gods. Declare toall,-- ^^Jtat 
by THEE fubdued,— I rcfigned the renown of the fight.*" 
Thus he fpoke: Nor replied Latona.. She colle^ed. the 
fliafts and the bow : Which lay flrewed, o'er the dufty 
field. With theie, the godded roie,. on the winds. She 
followed her daughter beloveds 

T o broad Olympus Diana came r To the Bright, brazens 
manfions of Jove. The lovely daughter di0iblved in^ 
tears — fat filent. Round her. trembled her robe divine.. 
The (on of Saturn embraced her, with finiles : And thus- 
^ueftioned. the fhaft-bearing queen :. *^ Who hath, done 

this; 
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this mifchief ?** He faid. " Who, daughter beloved, of 
the gods ? Who has rafhly flretched forth his hand : As if 
THOU wert guilty of crimes ?" To him replied, in her 
grief, — the crefcent-crowned huntrefs of hinds : ** Mb 
thy fpoufe has covered with woes : The white-armed, con- 
fort of thundering Jove ! * She the ceaielefs author of ftrife I 
Of dire contention, among the gods 1" 

Thus they fpoke, in the mansions of Jove : But Phoe- 
bus Apollo afcended to Troy : To &cred Ilium expofed 
to the winds. His was the care of the lofty wall : The 
defence of the High-built town. Left the Argives, op- 
pofed to the fates — (hould, on that day, level Ilium with 
earth. To Olympus retired the gods: The ever-living 
returned to their fire. Some fat, moping, in fUent wrath : 
But others exulted in fame. In the halls of their father, 
they fat : Near the ruler of darkening ftorms. . 

But Achilles hung forward on Troy : He flew the 
> people, he flew the fteeds. As when a dreadful fmoke 
afcends,— covering the azure face of the fky : When hof- 
tile flames inwrap a town : When, from the wrath of the 
'^ gods it defcends. To all it toil and labour brings : To 
many deftru<Stion and death. Thus Achilles poured, on 
Troy, — toil, trouble, deftrudion, and death. In the 
lofty tower of the.Scaean gate ; — the aged Priam trembling 

ftood. 
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ftood. He faw the large form of the mighty Achilles : 
And before him the flying Trojans. Broken, fcattcred 
they fled o'er the plain : No force, no vigour remained I 
Loud-wailing their fovereign defcends — to iflTue orders, 
behind the wall, — to the valiant guards of the gates. 



** Hold wide-open the gates in your hands, 
the flying troops, from the field. Near is deftroying 
Achilles. He Icatters, he flays the rear. Near is the 
nithlefs chief: And I forbode the worfl: in my foul. 
But when the army is all inclofed : When, here, they 
{hall breathe from their toil : Again fliut the portals with 
fpeed. Shut out Achilles and death. Much I fear that 
this dreadful chief,— will burft his way through our (acred 
walls.*' 

They opened the wide portals with fpeed. They threw 
back the heavy bars, with their hands. The gates re- 
ceived to fafety the hoft. Apollo bounded forth, in his 
flrength : To turn deflrudion, from the warriors of Troy. 
Right to the city their way they held : Parched with heat 
and whitened with dufl. From the field they ruflied 
amaip, to the wall. H b purfued, with his deadly fpear. 
Difmal TStgi poflefled wholly his heart : And, he furioufly 
followed renown. Then had the fons of the Argives, — 
feized Troy, through her lofty gates : Had not Phoebus 
: Vol. IL T t Apollo— 
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Apollo— rouzed the foul of Agenor divine : A hero bom, 
the fon of Antenor ; brave in battle and high in renown* 
He poured valour in the foul of the chief. Near the hero 
flood the god : To turn away death's dreadful hands« 
Againft the beech of Jove, he ftood : Covered over, with 
thickeft night. 

But when Agenor beheld Achilles,— he flood. Much 
revolved his darkening foul in his breafl : When he waited 
the deflroyer of towns. Deeply-fighing the hero began t 
Thus addrefllng his own mighty foul : " Ah me I What 
refource now remains I Should I fly from the mighty Achil- 
les, — along the path, by which others fly I Soon his fpeed 
would overtake my fleps : Like a coward I fhould fall by 
his hands. But fhould I defert my friends : And leave 
them thus difperfed and o'erwhelmed, — by the deadly 
fpear of the fon of Peleus : 'Should I turn my flying fleps 
from the walls, — and urge my courfe o'er the Trojan 
plain : Entering the fhadowing groves, — the fhrubby fides 
of the facred Ida. So may I plunge in the river's flream, — 
wafh the dufl, from my wearied limbs : And under the 
dewy wing of the eve, — ^return to the high-walled Troy. 

" But why debates my dubious foul with herfelf? 
Should HE behold my departure. My flight from the 
town, o'er the field. — Soon would he gain, on my fleps,— 

urging 



Book XXI. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 323 

urging forward, his rapid ftrides. No hopes of efcape 
fhould remain : No refuge from inflant death : For much 
he tranfcends in (peed : In valour the human race. But 
fhould I advance, on his courfe : Before the city, encoun- 
ter his lance : H e alio is pervious to fteel : His body is 
fubjed to wounds. He has but one foul, in his breaft ; 
Men affirm, that h b a mortal was bom. But the gods 
give fuccefs to his arms : The fon of Saturn has cloathed 
him, with fame/* 

Thus fpeaking, he turned his fleps. He awaited the 
approach of Achilles. His heart heaves high with va- 
liant joy,— to encounter fo mighty a foe. As the . Pan- 
ther when he ilTues, amain,— from the deep thicket, in 
rage, — ^againfl the hunter and all his fhafts. He turiis 
not to flight, from his fteel. He hears, unftartled, his 
clamorous hounds. Though wounded, at hand, by the 
lance,— or afar by the baj'bed dart : He deflfts not, though 
transfixed, from the fight. He flays his foe, or himfelf 
lies flain. Thus the fbn of Antenor renowned, — Agc- 
nor of form divine,— difHained to retreat from the fight : 
To leave the force of Achilles untried. He flood col- 
leded behind his broad fhield. He held forward on the 
hero his fpear : And thus to Achilles aloud : 

** Great were thy hopes, illuflrious Achilles I That, 
on this fatal day, thy fpear, — ^was deflined to level with 

T t 2 earth,— 
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earth, — ^the city of the Trojans renowned. Miftaken man ! 

Many woes and dilafters remain to thee—- ere yet we ihall 

yield to thine arm. In Troy we are many and brave,—— 

ilill ready to contend with the foe : To guard Uium^ for 

our parents beloved,— for our children and tender wives. 

But even thee— though dreadful thou art, though a war- i 

rior of matchlefs renown^— ihall fate cover here from the | 

light." 

H E fpoke : And, from his finewy arm, — difmifled the 
pointed fpear, on the foe. Nor ftrayed the gleaming 
lance from the mark. He ftruck the hero below the 
knee. The greaves of tin lately-kboured with art— 
refounded harfhly to the {pear. The fteel, unpiercing> 
tefulted amain : Stopt ihort by the gift of the god. The 
ion of Peleus next aflailed— Agenor of form divine. But 
Apollo prevented his fame. He bore the gallant foe away t 
Involving him in darknefs around. 

The god, deluding great Achilles— turned the hero^ 
from the people of Troy, The far-lhooting king aflumed 
the form—the manly port of the great Agenor. Before 
his ilep, confeiled, he flood. With rapid ftrides, he 
purfued him amain. Whilft h e, o'er the wheat-bearing 
iield,— extended his fteps in purfuit: Toward the river 
turned the god : To loud Scamander, with gulphs pro- 
found. 
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found. Small the fpace he flew before. Apollo allured 
the hero's fteps. He ever hoped to outftrip, in the race, 
—the awfiil^od, in human form. 

Meantime, the flying warriors, of Troy— crowded 
with joy through the gates. They breathed, within their 
walls, from toil. The whole city is filled, with the hoft. 
Nor THEY fuftained, without the wall: Without the gates 
of facred Troy,— to wait, each, for their flying friends : 
To know the detail of the troops : And who efcaped, or 
fell in war. With eager fpeed they poured through their 
gates : Each, whom his adive limbs, had borne-:— from> 
danger and the tempeft of arms. 
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THUS, like timid fawns, the Trojans— difperfed, 
panting, o'er all their town. They wiped the 
duft from their weary limbs : And cheered, with cooling 
draughts, their fouls. Their beauteous battlements they 
manned: Leaning forward, with their fteel, to the foe. 
But the deep line of the Argive powers — approached, 
flowly, the walls of Troy : Inclining on their fhoulders 
their fhields. Hedor alone remained,— -chained down, 
by deftrudive fate : Before the hearen-built towers of 
Ilium, — before the lofty Scxan gate. 

But the far-fhooting Phcebus— undeceiving Achilles 
fpoke : " Why purfueft thou me, fon of Peleus ? Why 
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urge thy rapid fteps, on my flight ? Thou only a mortal 
man ! But I an immortal god 1 Nor to thee was given 
to difcern — the power divine in human form. Ceafelefs 
fury has diftraded thy foul. Nor longer battle commands 
thy care : Nor all thy warlike toil with Troy. The 
enemy is loft to thy fpear. Safe-inclofed is the foe in his 
walls : Whilft thou, in idle purfuit haft hither diverted 
thy Ipeed. Nor m e thy deadly fpear can flay : New: fub- 
jed to death are the gods !** 

To HIM in wrath, the mighty Achilles : " Thou haft 
injured my fame, Apollo I Thou moft pernicious of all 
the gods I Thou haft robbed me of half my renown,— 
by turning my fleps, from the wall. Elfe many had bit 
the ground in death : Ere they yet had afcended to Troy. 
Now my glory thou haft torn, from my hands : With 
eafe, thou haft laved the foe, — ^from future vengeance 
fecure I Thy want of fear, has fuggefted the wrong. 
But were the means of vengeance mine,— this injury fliould 
not pafs unreturned,** 

# 

H E fpoke : And elated in foul, — ^toward the city ftrode 
amain : Forccful-rufliing, like a fteed, — ^when viAorious 
in the race, with his car : With mighty effort he fcours 
along, — ^refbunding as the plain he devours. Thus ra- 
pidly moved Achilles : Stretching forward his mighty 

limbs. 
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limbs. Him Priam, 'firft beheld, with his aged eyes : 
Blazing forth, like a dreadful ftar,— as bright he ftrode 
along the plain ; Like the ftar, which in autumn aicends. 
Brightly-beaming fiream its rays,— o'er die ftilleft hour of 
night. The other ftars {brink pale from its awful blaze I 
Mortals call it the dog of Orion.. The moft fplcndid of 
all heaven's hoft. But hung aloft a dire portent : Pour- 
ing heat and fell difeafe, — on the nations of haplefs men. 

Thus, round the breaft of the rulhing chief, — fhone 
afar the brafs divine. Loud-rofe the mournful voice of 
the aged. He ftruck his head, with uplifted hands. He 
ihrilly-reared his wailing voice. He intreated his fon be- 
loved. But his {on ftood darkly at the gate. Much burnt 
his eager foul within : To mix in fight, with Achilles 
divine. Mournfully the aged {poke : Stretching forth his 
withered hands : 

*' O Hector, ftay not, fon beloved I Stay not, unfup*. 
ported alone ! Meet not this warrior in fight : Let not 
thefe eyes behold thee {kin I Subdued by the fon of 
Peleus : Who, in force, excels thee far f Deftruiftive 
chief \ O would that he were--as little loved by the gods 
as by Priam : Soon bloody hounds bis corie {Kould tear,— 
and viiltures flap, round him, their wings. A gleam of 
joy would ariHe, on my heart t Bitter forrow would half- 
quit 
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quit mjr foul. Of many fons he m e deprived. Of .many 
gallant fons: Or ilain, — or fold captives, to diflant 
ifles." 

" Two meet not, now, mine aged eyes : Lycaon and 
young Polydorus. Two I perceive not, amid the hoft. 
From Laotho^ they fprung : Laothoe, among women di- 
vine. But, if they breathe, in yonder camp — ^much of 
gold, and of burniflied brafs, — {hall be paid, for their 
freedom and life. Much, ilill, within my halls remains : 
The wealth of Altes afar-renowned : Which he gave to 
his daughter beloved. But if, in battle, both are flain : 
If wander their fouls, in the regions o( death. Then for- 
row fliall lie deep, on my heart. Much their haplefs mo- 
ther fliall mourn." 

" But for thee, a whole people fhall mourn. The 
Trojans dcfencelefs and loft I Should'ft thou, yield thyfelf 
to death, — fubdued by the fon of Peleus. But enter thou 
the wall, my fon. Save the Trojans, the Trojan dames. 
Save thine own important life. Give not to Achilles re- 
nown. Pity ME worn down with ills. Pity, while yet 
my fenfes remain. Pity an unhappy king, — ^whom Jove, 
on the laft limits of age, — ^has doomed to fortune's bit- 
tereft woes. Many evils have I yet to behold : My valiant 
fons in battle ilain I My daughters ravifhed, in my fight ! 
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My bridal chambers difclofed to the foe ! My infant ofF- 
fpring daflied on earth : My people floating in their blood ! 
The wives of fons to flavery led, — by the deftniAive haads 
of the Argives !'* 

" Then fhall come the completion of woes 1 Priam fliall 
fall the laft of his race. In the gates of my own lofty 
dome,— ME, perhaps, fhall dogs devour : When fome 
foe— or with {haft or with fpear, — fhall have deprived this 
feeble body of life. Me, perhaps, (hall dogs devour: 
Thofe whom I reared in my fplendid halls, the attendants 
of my table I The faithful guardians of my gates I Thefe 
fhall drink their mafler's blood: And growing furious 
from the draught, — fhall lie, with lolling tongues, in the 
ample porch. But graceful lie the young, in their blood. 
Their wounds become them, — ^when torn with fleel. Nor, 
in ought, is difguflful the fight. Beauteous, even in death, 
they appear. But when the head whitened with years,— 
the hoary beard, the fhri veiled form, — the furrowed' fea- 
tures of the aged are torn, — at once the fport and prey of 
dogs : Then mifery afcends to her height } The laft mca- 
fure of misfortune is full." 

Thus the aged fpoke, in his grief. He tore his hoary 
hair, with his hands. His hoary hair he tore amain. But 
he changed not Hedor's mighty foul. His mother reared 
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her parent voice : Loud- wailing and drowned in her tears. 
With ONE hand, flie laid her bofom bare : With the other, 
her breaft expofed. Thick-defcend the warm tears, on 
her cheek. With winged words flie addreiled her fon : 

" O Hector ! O my fon beloved ! Revere these, and 
pity me. If ever, with this parent breafl, I fettled thine 
infant cries. Remember these, my fon beloved I Repel 
the ruthlefs, cruel foe. Oppofe thefe lofty walls to his rage. 
Enter the gate, too-daring chief I Stand not to contend, 
in arms. Alas ! Should'ft thou fall, by his hand : Never 
fhall thefe parent eyes, — drench thee, with tears, on the 
mournful bier. Unwept by her, who bore thee, Hedlor I 
Unwept, by thy high-born fpoufe. Far, ah I far remote 
from u s, — thee hoftile dogs fhall tear amain : At the fhips 
of the Argive powers." 

Thus they addreffed the voice of wo, — their fuppliant 
voice to their fon beloved I Nor bent they Hedor's daring 
foul. Refolved he ftands firm in his place. He waits the 
near approach of the mighty Achilles. As when a dread- 
ful fnake, in his brake, — hears the tread of the coming 
fwain. High-fed with poifonous herbs, he fwells : Dire 
rage pervades his whole frame. Horrid glare his fiery eyes. 
He rolls his glittering length, round his den : So Hedlor 
kindling, in his breaft, — the unextinguifhable force of his 
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foul, — ^retreated not, as the foe approached. Againft a 
tower the hero leaned 5— on the bright orb of his fpacious 
fhiejd. Indignant rolled his thoughts within^ And thu& 
he fpoke to his mighty foul : ' 

" Ah me ! What courle fhall I take ? Shall I enter this 
gate and thefe walls ? Polydamas will be the firft — to load 
me, with bitter reproach. He, on that deftrui^ve 
night, — ^when great Achilles rofe in arms, — ^h e advifed to 
lead off the Trojans : To fhelter in Ilium the troops. Yet 
I obeyed not the warrior in ought : Though to obey were 
better far I But, now, that through my fatal folly I loft — 
my people^ my honour, my friends ; I dread the reproach 
of the Trojans, — the Trojan dames with fweeping robes t 
I dread the voice of cowardly men : Thus, perhaps,, 
they will fpeak, in mine ear : ** He^or trufting to his 
ftrength,— -loft his people and his coimtry deftroyed.** — 
Thus they will fpeak aloud. For me it then were better 
far: Or to return, having (lain Achilles: Or, for* the 
city, to fall by his hands.*' 

" What, if laying down this fhield : This bofly orb> 
that fhines fo bright : The helm that glitters to the fun ? 
What, if leaning this fpear on the wall : I fliould advance 
to the mighty Achilles : And promife Helen to reftore ? 
The treafure, which fhe brought, from afar ? The wealth, 
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which in his hollow fhips, — ^ill^fated Paris brought to 
Troy ? What if I fhould promife all that rouzed this war 
around our walls : — ^All that afTembled Greece demands,-*^ 
to be borne away by the fons of Atreus ? If I fhould pledge 
my faith to divide — ^with the other warriors of Argos,— 
the hidden wealth of high-walled Troy ? That I ihall 
exad: of the Trojans — a folemn oath to diiclofe their 
ftores ? To give the half to the warlike Argives — of all, 
that this beauteous town contains P** 

" But why debates with herfelf my foul ? Will fop- 
pliant HeAor move the chief? Will he pity my abjeft 
ftate ? Will H B my perfon revere, in ought ? He will 
rather ilay me unarmed, — ^like a woman, without peril or 
ftrife.. This is no feafon to talk with Achilles : As when 
beneath an oak or a rock — a youth and virgin talk at 
eafe : A youth and virgin, meeting by chance, converfe. 
Hence all thoughts, but thofe of blood I It is better, at 
once, to engage : To know with Ipeed, whofe martial 
arm — is deftined, by Jove, for renown.'* 

Whilst this he revolved in his foul : Near him ap- 
proached the mighty Achilles : Like warrior Mars, Shak- 
ing high his bright helm. O'er his right fooulder the 
chief — {hook aloft the Pelian afh. Dreadful gleamed the 
brazen pcHnt. All his dazzling arms ihot flame : Like 

the 
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the lightening of father Jove : Like fire, that burns with 
ceafelefs rage : Like the beams of the rifing fun I Mighty 
Hedor ftruck, with fear, at the fight, — fuftained hot the 
hero's approach. He left the lofty gates behind. He 
fcoured, frightened, arouiid the wall. The fon of Peleus 
ruflied amain-^— trufting to the fpeed of his limbs. 

. As a falcon on his native hills, — the fwifteft bird, that 
flies on the wind, — fhoots forward with all his force,-— on 
the courfe of the timid dove. She obliquely fhuns the 
foe. Refounding, on his pinions, h e flies— darting, fre- 
quent, on the wing. Eager burn? his foul for the prey. 
Thus burns the mighty Achilles,— darting forward, with 
eager fpeed. He<5tor fled amain, from the chief. Around 
the walls' of the Trojans he held :— Quick-moving his 
adlive limbs. 

Beyond the high watch-tower they pafl^d ; Beyond the 
fig-trees, that refound in t^ie winds. They came to the 
river's beauteous fource, — to the two fountains of gulphy 
Scamander : One, hot, ifliies forth to the light, — fmoak- 
ing as it jolls along. The other, even in fummer, 
flows, — cold as hail or driven fnow,— -or water congealed 
into ice. In ample ciftems, falls each of the fl:reams : 
Beauteous, wide, of marble formed : Where the dames of 
the warlike Trojans : Where their daughters of fplendid 
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charms,— waflied their beauteous robes, in the Aream^ 
in the quiet feafon of peace. Ere yet came the Argives to 
Troy. Beyond thefe the heroes bounded amain. One fled, 
the other hung, on his flight. Valiant was the chief, who 
fled ; but more valiant the chief, who purfued. Nor for 
the vidlim, nor for its extenfive hide, — nor for any wonted 
prize of the race^ — the heroes urged their rapid fteps. They 
ran for the gallant foul—of Hedlor, the breaker of deeds. 

As when courfers^ who had oft won the prize,: — turn 
with founding fpeed the goal. Eager they devour the 
plain : For great is the prize propofed : Or tripod or 
white-bofomed maid ; — in honour of the mighty dead. 
Thus, thrice the chiefs round the city of Priam, — urged 
the circling race, along. The deathlefs powers beheld the 
whole ; And,; thus, with winged words began, — the awful 
father of mien and of gods :. 

" TJnpleasing is the fight, ye gods 1 Which now pre- 

« 

fents itfelf to mine eyes ! A hero beloved of Jove,— -driven 
round his native walls I My very foul grieves for Heftoc 
divine. Many were his offerings to m e : Many oxen have 
fmoaked, from his hand — on the fummits of ftreamy Ida. 
Oft the favour of his vidims arofe, — from the higheft 
towers of Troy. But, now, Achilles divine, — whangs for- 
ward, with fwift fteps, on his flight, — round the city of 

godlike 
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godlike Priam. Quick, deliberate, all ye gods ! Confult, 
among yourfclves, with fpeed : Whether to fave the hero 
from death,-— or fubdue him, though virtuous and good,— - 
beneath the lance of the fon of Peleus," 

** O FATHER !'* blue-eyed Pallas replied : "Whythefe 
words, O ftorm-ruling Jove ? Why deliver, from difmal 
death,— a mortal man, long deftined to fate ? Do. But 
WE the other gods — fhall never approve of the deed." 
To her replied the ftorm-ruling Jove : " Confide in thy 
foul, Tritonia I Daughter beloved, confide. Not deter- 
mined, I fpoke, from my foul. To Pallas 1 wifh to Li 
mild. Do, as feems good to thy mind. Accomplifti chy 
purpofe and will." 

H E fpoke : And urged her already prompt. She threw 
herfelf, with force, on the winds ; And defcended, from 
the brows of Olympus. Unceafing the fwift Achilles, — 
purfued He<flor divine, round the wall. As a hound, 
on the ecchoing hills,— purfiies the fawn of a bounding 
hind : Rouzed fuddenly from her retreat. Through deep 
vales, through the brufhwood fhe flies : And Ihould flie 
cowr in the thickeft copfe : He gathers her footfteps, on 
wind : Till he finds and devours the prey. Thus Heftor 
could not evade — the eager fpeed of the great fon of Peleus. 

As 
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As often as he turned his long flxides, — to the lofty 
-Dardanian gates : When right-forward he urged his 
oourfe, — to the well-built, Ilian towers : That his townf- 
men aloft from the walls, — ^might pour their flying darts, 
on the foe : So often the great Ion of Peleus, — rufhed be- 
tween, and drove him a-field. But he turned ever his 
fteps, — ^near the walls of his much-beloved town. As 
when a man, involved in dreams, — in vain purfues an- 
other that feems to fly : Nor this can efcape with his 
fpeed : Nor that is able to overtake. Thus Achilles 
failed to o'ertake : Thus Heftor to efcape from his foe. 

' * 

B Y what means, could the godlike Hedlor, — thus long 
have efcaped his fate : Had not Phcebus advanced, on his 
courfe, — ^and poured ftrength on his finewy limbs ? But 
Achilles divine, as he ftrode — ^ve a ilgn to his warlike 
troops. He fuffered them not to launch — their pointed 
darts, on the flying chief. Left another fliould fliare the 
renown — which the hero would wholly enjoy. But when, 
a fourth time they came, — ^to the fprings of the facred Sca- 
mander : Then the father lifted high, in his hands, — the 
golden balance, that fliews the fates. In this he placed, 
on either fide, — the two fates of long-fleeping death : In 
THAT the fate of godlike Achilles, — ^in this that of Hedor 
divine. By the middle he raifed them, aloft : The fatal 
day of HeAor inclined, — and fuiik to the regions of death. 
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Straight Apollo forfook the diicf : But blue-eyed Fallas 
approached, with fpeed, — ^to the fide of the great fbn of 
Peleus. Kear the hero, the goddefs ftood : And, thus> 
with winged words began : 

** Now, beloved of Jove T* She faid : ** Illuftrious 
Achilles, I deem : That we (hall bear back great re- 
Down, — to the hollow fhips of the Argive powers : By 
flaying Hedor, in difmal fight — ^though infatiable is the 
jbero in war 1 Nor loi^r (hall the warrior efcape : Should 
far>fiKX)ting Phcebus, with all his prayers, — roll himfelf^ 
at the feet of his father, — intreating ^gis-bearing Jove. 
But thou, ftop and breathe, from the race. I will ap- 
proach the foe: And perfuade him to meet thee, in 
fight.** 

I 

Thus flie fpoke : And the hero obeyed. Gladnefs r<^, 
a light, on his (bul. Leaning, ht ftood on nis afhen (pear.. 
She, leaving the diief, advanced r She came up with 
Hedtor divine. She afTumed the form of DeTphobus,— 
the hero's unwearied voice ! Near the haplefs chief, (he 
ftood, — and thus addreficd him, with winged words: 
" O brother beloved and revered I Much thou art prefled, 
by the mighty Achilles! PuHuing thee, thus, amain, — 
round the city of godlike Priam. But ftop : Let us ftand 
to the foe : Here remaining, his force repel.** 

To 
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. To her, godlike Hedor^ replied)—- waving, aloft, 
various helm : *' Deiphobus !" The hero Bad : ** O ever 
mc^-beloved, by my fbuly-— of all the fons, whom Hecuba 
bore to Priam 1 But now I add honour to loVe,«->as thou 
haft fuftained, for my fake—- opprefled as I am, by the 
foe,-^o ifiiie forth from the facred Ilium : While others 
cowr behind her walls." 

r 
• - • 

To him the blue-eyed Pallas replied : " O brother be- 
loved and revered t Much my father, much my mother in 
tears, — low-bending, embracing my knees : Much my 
kinfmen^ my friends beloved,*— much the people entreated 
my £biy : For dreadful panic has feized them alL But 
my ibul was transfixed with my grief : I could not be- 
hold thee and flay. But, now, let us urge the furious 
fight; Let the fpears fiy amain^ from our hands. Let 
us try, whether mighty Achilles,-** ikying both, (hall 
return to the fhips ; •—•bearing aloft our bloody ipoils : 
Or, whether, fubdued by thy fpear, — the hero (hall 
breathe his laft." 

Thus deceiving, the godded fpoke^ Right-onward fhe 
led the way. When, near each other, the heroes came^ — 
bending forward, with all their arms : Hedor, firft, be- 
gan to the foe : Waving aloft his various helm : ** No 
more, fon of godlike Mens f I fly thy fteps or decline the 
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fight. Thrice round the lofty city of Priam — have I fled : 
Nor fuftained I thy rage. But, now, his foul bids HeQxx 
to ftop. I, now, oppofe thee, chief, in arms : Deter- 
mined to flay or be flain. But let us call to witnefs the 
gods: They the beft wit;nefles are : They are guardians 
of oaths and of leagues. Thy corfe I fliall not diflionour 
in ought : Should Jove grant fuccefs to my fpear : And 
call forth thy foul, round my fteel. Stripping thee of 
thy beauteous arms, — ^I fliall reftore thy corfe to the Ar- 
gives. This alfo, do thou, Achilles V* 

Sternly turning his eyes on the chiefj — ^the mighty 
Achilles replied : " He£lor, mofl: detefted of men I Speak 
"not of leagues to me. As faithful treaties can never iub- 
fifl:, — ^between mankind and lions of prey : As the wolf 
and timid lamb,— can never in ought agree : They always 
burn with ceafelefs rancor and mutual hate : So no friend- 
fliip, no compaft, no league, — can ever fubfift between 
Hedor and me. One or other, this inflant, fliall die: 
Shall glut with his flowing blood — fierce Mars, the invin- 
cible god I Rouze, then, all thy knowledge in fight.. It 
much behoves thee to wield thy fpear : To fliew thylelf 
dauntlefs and firm : A warrior unyielding and ftrong I 
No farther efcape is for thee I Straight Pallas fliall lay thee 
in blood, — ^beneath the eager point of my fpear. At once, 
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thou fhalt pay, with thy life, — for all the woes of my 
friends beloved : For all whom thy lance has flain." 

H E fpoke : And threw his forceful lance. lUuftrious 
Hedtor beheld — and fhunned the gleaming point, as It 
came. Stooping forward, he avoided the death. Above, 
flew refounding the fpear : And quivered, as it funk in 
the ground. Minerva drew the lance from the earth. She 
reflored it to mighty Achilles ; Unknown to illuftrious 
He<9:or, — ^the fhepherd of his people in war. The chief, 
elated into hope, — addrefled his words to the great fon of 
Peleus t 

" Thou haft wandered, from thine aim, great Achilles f 
Nor from Jove haft thou learned my fate. What thou 
faid'ft, was wholly thine own. But thou art boaftful and 
artful in fpeech : Thou hoped*ft to unman my foul : To 
render me forgetful of war. Yet thou fhalt not,, as Hec- 
tor flies, — fix, behind, with thy fpear, a wound : But as 
I rufh onward in fight — drive thy lance, through this 
daring breaft : If a god fhall give renown to thine arms. 
Now, Thou, in thy turn avoid — the brazen point of my 
deadly fpear. Would! It whole were received in thy 
breaft: Then lighter the war would become,— to the 
Trojans, to Troy, to her king : For pernicious art thou, 
to them all I" 

He 
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He fpoke.:' And threw his mighty lance. Nor ftrayed 
the bright point, from the aim. He ftruck the ihteki <^ 
the great Achilles. Refulting flew the lance, from the 
orb. Rage darkened, the foul of the chief: As the fpear 
rufhed in vain, from his finewy arm. He, deje<Sted in 
countenance ftood. Nor other Ipear remained, now, to 
the chief. He called his brother with lofty voice : He 
the fhielded Deiphobus called. He demanded a fteel- 
pointed lance : Nor brother, nor lance is near. The chief 
perceived the whole in his i^iul : And, thus, defponding, 
he Ipoke ; 

" AiiAs I The hour of He£lor is nigh. The gods furely 
have called me to death. I deemed that the hero Dei- 
phobus,. — ^was near, in his brother's aid. But h e within 
the wall, remains. Mb, Pallas, throughout, has de- 
ceived. Near me hovers deftru<^ive fate. No refource, 
and no hope of efcape ! This, has long been determined by 
Jove—by Jove*s fon, who (hoots from afar I Heretofore 
they extended their arms : They delivered, from perils, my 
life : Now fate, ha3 demanded my foul. 3ut, inglorious, 
I (hall not depart. Some mighty deeds fhall adorn my 
name : And fend mc renowned to future times." 

This laying, his Iword be unfheathed : His migh^, 
his heavy fword, — which hung loofe, by the hero's fide. 

2 High- 
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High-bounding, he rufhed on the foe : As the high-flying 
cagie of heaven,— when, refounding, he defcends, through 
the clouds,— to feize the tender lamb, on the field : Or 
tiniid hare, in her lonely feat. Thus Heftor bounded for- 
ward, with force : High-raifing his beamy (word. Achil- 
les all-furious advanced. He filled his foul, with lavage 
rage. He ftretched, before his ample breaft,— his beau- 
teous, high-wrought, folid fhield. His four-coned helm, 
with awfur gleam — ^nodded high, on the brows of the 
king. The golden plumes are ruffled', aloft, — and flow, 
in bright (beams, from his awful creft : The plumes, 
which labouring Vulcan, — ^poured around the gleaming 
cone of the helm. 

As defcending, bright, in the weft, — ^in the dill feafon 
of placid night,— the evening ftar exerts her beams : By 
far, the faireft of heaven's hoft: So beamed forth the 
dazzling light, — from the fharp point of the mighty fpear : 
Which Achilles fliook aloft in his hand, — forming evil 
for Heftor divine. Eager wandered his eyes o*er the man : 
In fearch of a place, for the wound. His beauteous 
body impervious remained ; Covered whcJe, with the 
brazen arms : Which he tore, from the ftrength of the 
fallen Patroclus. A place at laft appeared to the chief: 
Where the fhoulder joins the neck, near the throat : 
Where death enters, with fatal eafe. Through this — 
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allrfuribus, Achilles divine — drove, with mighty force, 
his fpear. Through and through the tender neck,—— 
pailed the eager point of the deadly lance. But the 
afhen fpear, heavy with fteel— divided not the wind-pipe 
in twain. The power of fpeech ftill remained to the 
unhappy chief. He fell, refounding, to earth. Achilles 
gloried o'er the flain : 

** Hector 1 in vain thou deemed'ft, — ^when fpoiling 
the fallen Patroclus, that in fafety, thyfelf fhould remain. 
I came not acrofs thy fears, — ;His abfent avenger, in 
arms. Imprudent man ! Though, apart, I remained,— 
left, in wrath, at the fiiips of the Argives : His avenger, 
at length, I come 1 More valiant, by far, than thee : 
And, now, in death I thy limbs have unbraced. But 
-IHEE, Ihall dogs and birds of prey, — teax amain, dis- 
honoured and loft : But him fhall the fbns of the Ar- 
gives— with folemn rites, refign to the tomb." 

To him, now languid and faint, — the haplefs Heftor, 
thus, replied : "I intreatthee, by thy own great foul, — by 
thy knees, by thy parents beloved : Not to leave me, a 
prey to dogs, — at the fhips of the Argive powers. But 
THOU, receive rich ftores of brafs: Thou, receive high- 
valued gold : . Which my father fhall lay, at thy feet,— 
which my mother, now mournful in years. Reftore thou 

9 
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■my fcdrfe to my houfe : That the Trojans and Trojan 
'dailies,-^— may lay me in death, on the pyre.*' 

To him fternly replied Achilles : " Iritreat me not, 
wretch, by thcfe knees : By my parents revered and 
beloved. Wo\iId I that my lufy and rage — could ftimu- 
kte my heart (6 far, — ^as piece-meal to devour thee all : 
Such the woes, thou haft thrown on my foul 1 But, now, 
hone fliall drive, from thy corle, — the hungry dogs or 
birds of prey. No. Should they lay, at my feet,-^ten, 
twenty-fold the wealthy flores— ^which Troy contains, 
within her" walls : And to their prefents add the pfomife 
of ipore. No. Should Dardahian Priam— ^ weigh thy 
body agaliift his gold : Not, for all, mould thy mother ' 
revered, — the aged queen, who brought thee forth— 
weep 6*er thee laid in death, on thy lofty bier. But 
THEE wholly fliall the birds of prey — ^and hungry dogs 
devour on the plain." 

** Well I knew thee !" dying He<ftor replied : " Deaf 
to pity, implacable, fierce I Nor thee I ever hoped to 
-bend : Wholly fteel is thy favage heart. But thou take 
heed, unyielding chief ! For me the wrath of a god may 
arife. On that day, fliall m y wrongs be repaid, — ^when 
Paris and far-fliooting Phcebils — fliall flay thee mighty as 
thou art, — ^before thefe very Scaean gates.*'-^Thus, as he 
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faintly fpoke, — the fliades of death arofe, on the chief. 
His foul, leaving his graceful limbs — defcended to the 
regions below : Mourning his untimely fate, — his vigour, 
his valour, his youth. 

4 

To him, whilft even in death he lay — fpoke thus 
Achilles divine. " Die thou I But I fhall receive my 
fate : Whenever it fhall pleafe the ftorm-ruling Jove ;— • 
and the other immortal gods." He fpoke : And with- 
drew, from the flain, his fpear. Apart he placed the 
bloody lance : And from his fhoulders loofed his arms. 
The rulhing Argives poured, around him, amain. With 
wonder they furveyed the form — the awful beauty of 
Hedtor divine. Nor ftood an Argive, near the chief-— 
who inflided not a wound, on the. dead. " Surely 
now,'* — thus the warriors fpoke : " More eafy of accefs 
is He<9:or : Than when he launched on the hollow fhips, 
— the flaming brands of devouring fire." Thus, as fbme 
Argive, fpoke, — ^he added a wound to his words. But 
when Achilles divine had fpoiled the dead of all his 
arms : Standing, in the midfl of the Argives,-^the hero 
thus began : . 

" O FRIENDS 1 O leaders of Argos I Princes of the 
nations in arms ! Now, as jhe gods "have fubdued,— this 
man, beneath my deadly fpear : This man more deflruc- 
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tive to Greece, — than all the Ions of Troy combined. 
Now let us hafte in our arms : Let us, at once, afTail 
the town : That we may learn the ftate of the Trojans,— 
their prefent difpofltion of foul : Whether, as flain lies 
their hero— they will defert their lofty town : Or whe- 
ther they ftill will remain : Though He<9:or has ceaied to 
live.** 

** But why debates my foul withherfelf? At the fhips 
lies the mangled Patroclus : Unwept, unmourned, un^ 
buried he lies I H i m I fliall never negled,— while prefent 
with the living I dwell,— while life informs, with motion, 

■ 

my limbs. If, in the regions of death, — oblivion darkly 
whelms the dead : Yet evein there my regard fhall (ur- 
vive: I, THERE, fhall remember my friend beloved. 
But, now, finging Paeans aloud, — O youths of ailembled 
Achaia ! Let us all return to our fhips : Let us drag the 
flain along. W e are covered, with mighty renown : W e 
have flain Hedlor divine ! To whom the Trojans, o'er all 
their flate,- — ^paid, 'as to a prefent god, their vows." 

He fpoke : And formed in his wrathful foul, — a deed 
unworthy of Hedor divine. He bored his finewy ancles 
behind : And through them, inferted a thong. To the 
car he bound them aloft. His head is dragged, along the 
ground. Placing the arms, in the feat : The hero 
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afcended the cajr. He lafhed his de.athl(?j[5^ po^iirCers , to^ 
i^oed : Not unwilling, they flew o'er th.f . plain, '^'hp 
dufi rofe in clouds, round the dead. His darlj-bjroyyii 
locks, . were trailed, oa the ground. . His wh9le hoad^ ^ 
grapeful before,-;-now. lajr involvecj ajid {piled with ^ufk,. 
Great Jove bad ab^dpned the chief. He gave hipj tfx 
the infults of foes : A flght of woe, in his native land. 

Thus fpiled wijth earth, lay his graceful ' head. His 
njpther tpre her hoary h^r'i ffonji the roots, She tHrcw 
afar her fplencjid veil. Loud rofe the fcreaming vpige o£ 
her grief: When thus, flie beheld her fon. Deeply- 
groaned his father beloved. The whole peopk raif^d, 
one cry of woe. , 0*er the town fpreads one. general 
lament; Not greater could their forrow have been, — - 
had lofty Ilium, wrapt wholly in flame, funk down to 
its bafe, in their fight. His whole people, fcarce reilrained 
the aged, — ^no w raving, npw mad, with his grief : Wildly 
eager to burft through the gates. Much he implored 
them all : Rolling, before their feet, tp. the mire. He 
called each, by his name, and prayed : 

" Permit me, my friends beloved 1 Suffer me alone to 
go I Though anxious all, O let me pafs I Let me go, to 
the navy of Argos I I will intreat this ruthlefs man : This 
chief, of unbridled rage. He, perhaps, will revere 
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j^eiajps : He wiU pdty my feeble M age. He has alfo a 
ff^fftk^ like me *. Peleus> who begot amd who reafed->-^ 
tlbis: (Jiire dieftru<3;ioa to Tco}r. But m e:, abc»rc a21> he 
(leftroys. : M e chiefly he covers^ with woes. So many 
hp hasjSain of my ions ! So maay^ m. the &>wer oT their 
y^rs! Bjut Qot for all fb much I moura: Though; 
fomow overwhelms me for all : Not fo much as fof this; 
ONE,— for Hedor I — This latter grief — flmll bear me 
hence to the regions of death. O would I that he had^ 
breathed his laft — within thefe aged, withered armsf 
Then had we glutted ourfelves, widi grief: With loud 
laments, with falling tears I The haplefs modier, who 
bore the chief,— and I, his wretfched, feeble fire I'* 

Thus, weeping, the aged fpoke. The whole city 
joined their cries to his groans. Then amid the Trojan 
dames, — thus Hecuba lamented aloud: "My fonl— 
Alas I why breathe I ftill ? Why live I opprefled thus 
with woe ? Why lingers, thus, my parting foul,— fince 
departed, thou art, my fon ? Thou, who, day and 
night, wert my pride, — my glory, my renown in the ftate. 
Thou wert thy mother's pride, my fon 1 Thou the 
defence of all I Of Troy, of all her Ions and dames I 
They received thee, like a returning god. Thou, whilft 
alive, wert their boaft : But fate and death lie heavy, on 
THEE, my fon V* 

Thus 
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Thus weeping the mother fpoke : Nor as yet heard 
his high-born Ipoufe — ought certain of He<Stor divine. 
No meflenger had brought to her ears : That h e had 
remained, without the wall. In the inmoft recefs of the 
lofty dome, — ^her beauteous hands ran o*er the web. The 
double fplendid web fhe wove : Many figures' rofe bright, 
on Its face. To her long-haired maids, throughout her 
halls,^ — the queen had ifTued her high commands,— to 
furround a huge tripod with fire : To form the tepid 
bath for Hedor, — returning from the fields of renown. 
Unhappy woman ! (he knew not — that far from the tepid 
bathj — blue-eyed Pallas her fpoufe had fubdued,— beneath 
the hands of the mighty Achilles. But when flie heard 
the people's woe, — the loud laments in the lofty tower : 
A fudden tremor invaded her knees. The fhuttle fell from 
her trembling hand* Straight fhe fpoke to her beauteous 
maids : 

^^ Ah me ! let two attend my fteps : That I may learrj 
the caufe of woe. My mother's voice revered I hear* My 
heart bounds, with unwonted throes. Terror qreeps 
cold through my limbs. Some evil has fallen on Priam's 
fbns. Much I fear, — would that vain were my fears ! 
Much I dread that Achilles divine — purfues the mighty 
Hedlor amain, alone, fhut out, by the wall, from his 
friends. This very inftant, perhaps he falls : By his own 
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daring courage fubdued. H e never in the crowd remained. 
He far-advanced beyond the reft : To none yielding in 
vigour of foul." 

Thus fpeaking, fhe ruflied through the hall. Diftradled 
were her looks and her gait : Her bounding heart beating 
high, in her breaft. The damfels followed her rapid 
fteps : But when fhe came to the tower : To the mourn- 
ful troop of her friends : She ftood wildly eying the field. 
She beheld him dragged, before the wall. Swiftly bounded 
the fteeds, — ^that trailed him to the fhips of the Arjgives. 
A fudden night obfcured her foul. Backward-falling, 
fhe breathed forth her foul. Wide poured, from her grace- 
ful head— the beauteous braids, which bound her hair : 
The £llet, the net, the woven wreath : The veil which 
fhaded her beauty divine. The veil, which golden Venus 
gave,— on the day, that illuftrious HeAor, brought her, 
blufhing, from the halls of Eetion : Giving many nuptial 
gifts to her' fire. Around her ftood her fifters, in tears* 
They held her, raving, in their hands : And eager for 
death, through wo. But when her wandering thoughts 
returned. When her foul was colle<fted within. Pouring 
groan on groan, fhe wept : And fpoke, thus, midft the 
Trojan dames : 

" O Hector I Ah I Wretched me I Both born to the 
fame difmal fate I Thou here at Troy, in Priam*s halls I 

1} in 
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I, iQ the wood-furrounded Thebe, — in the houfe €f the 
mighty Eetion I To grief, he reared me in his halls : A 
haplefs father — ^a wretched child I Would ! I had nevef 
ieen the light ! — Thou, now, departed to the dead : To 
the dark regions, beneath the earth. Tljou haft left me 
to ceafelefs woe : An early widow in thy halls. Thy 
haplefs fon, an infant ftill : Of parents more unhappy 
born. Nor, now, Ihall Hedor help his fon : Nor the 
fon (hall the father defend. Thou art funk among the 
dead : But he is deftined to grief." 

" Shoulp he efcape the bloody hands,— *the moum- 
ftil war of the Argive powers : Sorrow fhall not part, 
6:0m his (Idfe : His future portion is certain woe. Others, 
changing the bounds of his field, r— 'fhall all his rich pof^ 
fefUons feize. The day, that makes an infant an orphan 
-Kleprive, him of his father's friends, Eyer dejeflid are 
his looks : ERs cheeks are ever wet with tears. In 
wretched want he flowly moves^ — to his father's compa- 
nions- and friends. One he feizes, by the robe : One, by 

« 

the fkirt of his garment. Some one, more feeling than 
the rcfl — reaches a wretched cup to his hand. The 
fcanty draught his lips bedews" : His thirft is never 
allayed." 

m 

** To add to his increafing woes;— -Some youth of 
living parents - proud ;^— fhall drive him away, from the 

2 f eaft : 
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feaft : Adding reproach to blows : << Go and perifh I" he 
will fay : " Thy father feafts not, in our hdlls." fiurfting 
into tears, the boy, — fhall to his widowed mother return. 
Aftyanax to me will return: Hfi, that on his fiither*s 
knees, — fed on dainties, fhall weep in want ! Slceplefs 
fhall HE pafs the night, — ^who, once, when fleep invaded 
his lids : When ceafing, from his youthful play, — lay in 
the lofty bed,— in the arms of his beauteous nurfe. In 
the chamber garnifhed, with care : With his foul replete 
with delights. Now, much will he fufier in foul, — 
deprived of his father beloved. Aflyanax will fufFer 
much : The grateful Trojans gave the name : For thou 
alone, O haplefs Hedoi* I defended'^ their gates and their 
walls." 



** But, thou liefl, at the fhips o£ the foe : Far from 
thy parents and friends beloved: Thee lazy-rolling 
worms fhall devour : When dogs fhall ceafe from 
their prey. Expofed thy beauteous body lies. But 
many garments lie, in flore, in thy halls : Beauteous, 
wrought by female hands. But, as thou fhalt never 
return : Thefe I fhall burn, in the flame. Ufelefs to 
thee, they are in death : Hedor never fhall lie, in their 
folds ! Them I fhall conflgn to the flame. With fome 
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honour, they will furnifh thy ihade : Before the Trojans 
and Trojan dames/* 

Thus weeping, Andromache ipokt. The beauteous 
dames deep-fighed around. 
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THUS, through the city, they lamented aloud. 
But when the Argives had come to their fhips, — 
to the Heilefpont's echoing fhore : O'er their camp, they 
all difperfed : Each to his £hip retired. But Achilles 
permits not the Myrmidons, — ^to diiperfe, through their 
lofty tents. In the midfl: of his warlike friends, the hero 
Ibegan aloud : 

" O M Y car-ruling Myrmidons ! My companions and 
friends beloved ! Let us not difinifs, from the yoke, — the 
lofty necks of our bounding deeds. On our cars, let us 
all advance, — and mourn aloud for the fallen Patroclus. 
Let us furround our friend, in our tears. Thefe the 

Z z 2 honours, 



356 THE Iliad of homer. BooklXXIIL. 

honours, which belong to the dead ! When out foul*- 
fliall be glutted with wo : (We fliall unloofe the fleeds 
from the cars, — ^and take the repaft, o.*er our lines.'* 

H E Ipoke : They lamented aloud. Great Achilles led 
the wo. Thrice around the corfe of their friend beloved,, 
•—they flowly drove their fteeds along. Thetis, o*er their 
mournful fouls, — waked all the regret of grief. The yellow 
fahds were drenched vwith tears t With tears the bright 
armour of men: So deep was their forrow,— for the. 
author of flight to the foe Deep-fighing,, the great fonj 
of Peleus, — to his people began the wo: Laying hi&> 
flaughtering hands,— on the breaft of his friend beloved :; 



" Hail, O Patroclus beloved 1 Even, in the regions: 
' of Pluto, hail I All that I promifed, heretofore, — I, now,, 
fhall perform, for my friend. H«<ftor, dragged hither in- 
death>—- lies here expofed, the prey of dogs. Twelve 
youths I will sjfo flay — a bloody offering at thy pyre; 
Twelve Trojans, from parents renowned I Such th^ 
wraith, which invades my foul I" 



H B {poke : And formed, in his wrathful foul—- a deed 
unworthy of Hedor divine. He extended him prone» in" 
the duft, — before the bier of the fon of Menaetiys. They 
flript themfelves of thei^: beauteous arms^ — and laid them 

beaming. 
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beaming, in their place. They looied their bounding 
fkted» from the yoke. All convened around the fhip— 
of th^ godlike fon of Pekus* H e fumifhed the fplendid, 
funeral feaft, — ^in honour of his friend beloved. Many 
fiiow-white, fatted beeves,— are ftretched, on earth, hy 
the force of the ileel : Many fheep are laid in death : 
Many fcreaming goats are Aain. Many boars, with fnow- 
white tufks, — high-fed and abounding with fat, — are 
extended, on fpits— -before Vulcan*s refounding flame. 
On every fide of the corfe of Patrocliis,— ^the blood o£ 
viAims flowed amain. 

But the king, the offspring of Peleus, — ^is led away, 
by the leaders of Argos, — to Agamemnon the divine. 
Scarce perfuaded he moved along, — ilill raging in his foul, 
for his friend : When they came to the lofty tent of 
Agamemnon, the fovereign of all : The king commanded 
the loud-voiced heralds — to furround a mighty tripod- 
with flame : And to intreat the great fon of Peleus, — 
to wafh the gore of foes,, from his hands. Inflexible, the. 
chief refufed : And added a binding oath : 

** No. By almighty Jove, — the greatefl and befl of 
the gods I J fhall not approach the bath. No water 
(hall be poured, on my hands : Till I place, on, the pyre,. 
Patroclus : Till I roll the gathered earth, on his tomb : 

Till 
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Till I ftrew thefe locks, on the dead. When thefe rites 
ftiall be all performed, — ^grief fliall leffen its weight, oa 
my heart : Whilft I, . with the living, fojoum. Yet,' 
now, though reluAant and fad, — the feaft I will marc, 
with the kings. But thou, with early mom, command, 
— ^O Agamemnon, fovereign of men ! Command the hoft 
to bring the wood : To rear aloft the mighty pile : 
Such, as is meet to fend the dead, — to the dark regions, 
of mournful death : That the flame of unwearied fire, — 
niay burn him, ftraight, from my tearful eyes : Thar, 
the army again may return — to the works of all-equalling 
war/* 

He fpoke : With attention, they heard. They ob^ed 
the awful leader of armies. Their hands they extend to 
the ready repafl : Nor wanting to the fouls of the chiefs, 
—is the joy of the equal feafl. Now, when hunger and 
thirfl were both removed, — ^the other heroes retired to 
xepofe : Each to his own lofty tent. But the fon of the 
nughty Peleus — ^n the ecchoing fhore of the roaring 
main, — ^lay, deep-groaning, on earth. The Myrmidons 
lay, diftant, around. On the fand, he flretched his 
huge form ; Where rolled the heavy wave, on the beach. 
When lleep invaded his weary lids, — foftly pouring itfelf; • 
cn his foul^ — and doing away his cares : For much 

fatigued 
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fatigued were his beauteous limbs, — ^in purfuing He^or 
divine,— round Ilium expofed to the winds. Pale-bend- 
ing, o'er the mighty chief,-— came the ghoft of the hap- 
lefs Patroclus r . In fhape, in manly ftature the fame,— in 
voice, in bright-rolling eyes. The fame flowed his airy 
robe, — round the empty ihade of the chief. He flood, 
by the hero's head,. — ^and,, thus, with feeble voice, 
began t 

" Sleeps the (on of mighty Peleus ? Am I, then, 
fbrgpt, by Achilles ? When alive, I commanded thy 
care. But, negleded, I wander in death. Straight 
commit my bones to the earth : That I may enter the 
regions below. The fouls dri^e me far away: The 
empty forms of the mighty dead,— -permit me not to mix, 
with the crowd,— to pafs the courfe of the fatal flream. 
Sad, I wander . around the gates, — the ample portals of 
the dark houfc of death. O give thy right hand to my 
grafp ! Never, I (hall never return : • After thou ihalt 
give ta toy corfey! — ^to partake of the funeral flame. Here- 
after, we fliall not retire, — ^from our friends moft: revered 
and beloved,^— to hold fweet converie of foul alone. Me 
deftrudive fate has involved : The fate appointed, at my 
birth. Even o*er THEE hovers fate, — O Achilles equal 
to gods ! Thou art deftined to fall, in death, — before the 

walls, of the high-born Trojans." 

3 « But 
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** But I give thee another charge. I adjure thee, 
X)bey my requeft. Place not my bones apart,-:—from thy 
own, O Achilles beloved! Bred together, in thy lofty 
Jialls,— 4et us reft together, in death. Never parted we 
'were, till now ; — from the day, that the great Menietlus, 
-—brought me, ftill a child, from Opuntia. He brought 
:me to the halls of Peleus,— of difmal homicide accufed : 
"When I flew Amphidamas' fon, — imprudent, unwilling, 
-enraged, — ^at the youth, when engaged in play. Me, 
received in his lofty hall,^— the car-ruling Peleus reared z 
And called me, early, thy companion and friend. Thus 
together as both we lived, — ^let our bones lie together in 
4eath : In that golden iirn difpofed, — ^which thy mother 
-divine beftowed.'* 

To the fliade replied the mighty Achilles : ** Why 
<com'ft thou, moft beloved of mankind ? Why com*ft 
thou, thus, to nunc eyes ? Why giv'ft thou thefe charges 
to M E ? But all I * will, with care, perform. In all I 
will obferve thy commands. Yet nearer approach, O 
beloved ! One little embrace beftow. A moment, give 
thyfelf to mine arms. Let us indulge ourfelves. with 



WD. 



>> 



H E fpoke : And ftretched forth his eager arms. But 
the fliade eluded his gralp. The foul ftreamed, like 
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(moak, from his fight : And jQirilly-fhrieking difappeared 
in the ground. Aftonifhed Achilles arofe. He ilruck 
againft each other his hands : And thus he reared .his 
mournfiil voice. ** Then it is true, ye gods! In''the 
halls of relentlefs death, — fome fpirit, fome image re- 
mains,— but all knowledge departs, from the dead. In 
the ftill feafon of gloomy night, — the ihade of the haplefs 
Patroclus, — ^ftood o'er me, plaintive in tears. All his 
wifhes he gave in command 1 Alas I now like my friend, 
was the empty fhade I'* 

H E {poke : And awaked, o*er his troops, — the deep 
regret of tearful wo. To them, bewailing their friend 
beloved, — ^the rofy-fingered Aurora appeared. Around 
the haplefs dead, they bend. But Agamemnon, the 
fovereign of men,— rouzed the woodmen with all their 
mules. From their tents, they aflembled, with fpeed : 
To bring the wood, from the lofty groves. To com- 
mand them, a valiant hero arofe : Meriones the faithful 
friend— of Idomeneus, of valour approved. They bore 
aloft, in their hands,— the bright axes to fell the groves : 
The well-twifted ropes to fling the loads. Before them 
moved forward the mules. 0*er rocky heights, rugged 
fteeps, abrupt afcents, — o*er deep vallies, harflily-grating, 
they palled. 
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But when they came to the ecdioing groves,-— of Ida, 
the mother of flreams. The mighty oaks, with heads 
undiom, — ^bend, groaning, beneath the Heel. Hoarfe- 
refbunding they roll, down the ileeps. The ions of 
Aigos clave the timber amain : They loaded the tardy 
mules : Who railed their flow fteps to return. To the 
plain, they wiihed to defcend : Down the ihnib-covered 
£de of the mountain. All the woodmen bore, each, a 
huge trunk : So commanded Meriones,-:— the faithful 
friend of the great Idomeneus. The whole they ar- 
ranged, on the fhore : Where Achilles marked the 
ground,— ^to raife the mighty tomb for his friend,— *<md 
for himfelf, foon deftined to fall. 

But when the huge pile they had reared : In order 
they fat, gathered, around. Achilles commanded all his 
troops, — his Myrmidons in battle approved: To cover 
themfelves with bright arms : To join each his bounding 
deeds to the car. Obedient, at once they arofe. They 
cloathed themfelves in burniiKed fteel. They moimted 
their chariots, with fpeed : Both, the warriors and the 
drivers afcend. The cars moved (lowly before : Behind 
a cloud of infantry moved. In the midfl his moil beloved 
friends — bore the corfe of the haplefs Patroclus. With 
their Ihom locks, they covered the dead. Lafl of all qune 
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Achilles divine,-^m fadnefs bearing the head of his 
niend. 

' When they came to the deftined place : The place 
appointed by the mighty Achilles : There they laid the 
code of Patrodus,— <md heaped largely around him, the 
wood. Then the great fon of Peleus^ — conceived another 
thought in his (bul. Apart from the pile he ftood, — and 
cut his yellow look^ amain : His gcJden locks, which he 
nourifhed, with care,«— for Sperchius* tiered ftream. 
Deeply^rgproc^ung, the hero fpoke,— turning on dark ocean 
his eyes : 

^< Sperchius ! In vain, my father,— -the anxious foul 
of the car-ruling Peleus— vowed to thee on m y return, 
to the loved fhore of my native land,— to cut thefe locks 
to thy roaring flream : A facred Hecatomb to flay. 
With fifty rams, from his pafhires and meads, — ^tb tinge, 
with their blood, thy bright fource : Near which, lies 
thy holy ground,— thine altar, that breathes perfumfe. So 
vowed the aged to thee : But thou perform*fl not his 
anxious requefl. Now, deflined never to return,-'--to 
the loved fhore of my native land: These locks I will 
give to the hero Patroclus,— to bear them to the regions 
of death.'** 

• .A a a 2 He 
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He fpdke : And placed his heavy locks, — ^in the hand 
of his friend beloved. O'er the hoft, the hero railed — 
deep regret and difmal wo : And, now, on their mighty 
grief, — ^had defcended the light of the fun : Had not the 
great Achilles — ^fpoke, thus, to the king of men : ** O 
fon of Atreus I To thy commands,-— chiefly liften the 
warriors of Argos. Hereafter, they may glut their ibuls, 
—with forrow for the mighty dead. Difmifs, now, the 
hoft, from the pile : Command them to prepare the 
repaft. This office we fhall chiefly perform. We to 
whom the dead belong. Difmifs the hoft, ion of Atreus : 
But let the leaders remain, at the pyre." 

The king of men, at the hero's voice,— -flraight dif^ 
mifled the warriors of Argos. O'er their fliips they 
di(perfed, with fpeed. Thofe appointed to burn the flain 
--■remained and reared aloft the wood. A hundred feet 
fpread the pile, on each fide. High on the top they laid 
the dead : Grieving, in their fouls, for their friend. Many 
fatted fheep were flain : Many beeves lay, in death, at 
the pyre. Stript of their hides they lay. Achilles wraps, 
with their £it, the dead. From head to foot, involved 
he lay : The fleaed carcafes ranged on each fide. He 
placed jars of honey and oil, — ^low-bending o'er the lofty 
bier. Four high-necked fteeds he threw, in the pile : 

Of 
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OfninedogS) that belonged to the chief, — ^two he (lew 
to attend their lord. Twelve youths he transfixed with 
fiedi— a bloody offering to the flain : Twelve Trojans 
from parents renowned. So dreadful was the wrath of 
his foul f 

Beneath the pile the hero laid — ^the invincible force 
of d^rouring fire. He groaned from his inmoffi foul,- 
and called by name his haplefs friend : *^ Hail, O Patro- 
clus beloved I Even, in the regions of Pluto, hail ! All 
that I promifed, heretofore, — I, now, perform, for my 
haplefs friend. Twelve young Trojans, from parents 
renowned : These all, with thee, fhall the flames con- 
fume. But Hedor the fon of Priam — I fhall not refign 
to flames. Fire fhall not devour thy foe : The deflined 
prey of hungry dogs.*' 

Thus threatening the hero fpoke. Round him were 
no dogs employed* Jove's daughter, the golden Venus- 
drove them, nigRt and day, from the fkin. With oil of 
roles of fragrance divine— fhe anointed the mighty dead : 
To preferve the corfe of Hedor, from wounds,— when 
dragged amain by the ruthlefs foe. Apollo poured an 
azure cloud, ^ which extended from heaven to the 
ground. It fpread o'er the whole fpace, — ^which the 
corfe of the hero poilefled : Lefl the force of the high- 
flaming 
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-flaining fqn^-^ould- febrch ' the finiews and uirivel the 
cone; 

Nor burnt the pyre of the haplefs Patroclus. Achilles 
formed another thbught, in his foul. Standing apart 
from the pyre,— ^o two winds he addrefled his vo^s : To 
the northern and weftern- winds. He promifed beauteous 
ofFerings to both : Pouring libations amain, — ^from a bowl 
of high-vidued gold. Widi frequent prayers' both the 
powers he addreiled. He intreated them to come, in 
their ftrength : To burn die pyre, to confume the dead* 
Iris heard the vows of the chief: She bore his requeft to 
the winds. In the halls of refounding Zephyr,— the 
bluftering winds wo'e all convened, at. the feaft. .On the 
marble threfhold flopd various Iris, When they beheld the 
power, with their eyes: All at once, arofe from their 
thrones : Each called her, with friendly voice. But she 
refufed to delay. She, thus,- fent her voice to their ears : 

[■: "* This is no time "for refl ! I fly again to the ocean's 
itreahis: To the f^rrf^med land of the iEthiopians: 
.Whor«- rife the fumesj of ,Hec^t6mbs — ^to all the immortal 
gods. • Thither I bend mine ) a^ry. flight,— rto partake of 
the ofFerings divine. But Achilles, fierce.. Boreas calls: 
He prays refounding Zephyr to rufh amain. He promifes 
ofFerings to both :. If both fhaH wake the pyre to flame ; 

The 
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The pyre> on which,- is extended aloft,-— the fteel-pierce4 
corfe of the great Patroclus,-— for whom Achaia groan^ 
o*er her lines." 

Thus ipeaking, ihe ^ed from fight. Refbunding 
arofe the winds— bearuig forward the ftreaming clouds. 
Straight they defcend^d, On ocean* The huge-heaving 
billows are rolled,— -beneath the force of the roaring blaft. 
They came to. -the high-walled Troy : Incumbent they 
bore on the pile.. . With mighty noife afcended, at once, 
—the invincible force of devouring fire. All iiight, the 
bhzftring winds refbund : They: bear the fiame, through 
all the pyre,-— 'fixrilly-hiifii^ with ceafelefs force. All 
nighty AchiUes divine, — drew the wine from a golden urn, 
•—and, holding a cup in his hand— -poured libations, on 
the face of the ground. • The whole earth is drenched 
around. • Ceafelefs, he called, through the night,-'— the 
haplefs ^1 of the fallen Patroclus. 

As a father laments his fbn,— when burning his 'bones, 
on the pyre : His only fbn, in marriage, betrothed : 
Whole untimely death has involved — ^his haplefs parents, 
in ceafelefs grief. So Achflks lamented his • friend j— • 
when burning his bones, on the pyre. On earth he 
groveled near the flame.- Frequent burfl the deep groans 
from his foul. WbcQ the fbtt (^.the-mornmg arofe — ^the 

4 meilenger 
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meflenger of light to the world : When Aurora, in 
^afFron-robe,— -fpread the main, with her facred beam. 
Then the pile (hrunk, confumed with fire: The flame 
languifhed o'er all its breadth. The roaring winds re- 
turned to their place. O'er the Thracian ocean they 
fled. The main groaned, beneath their dark courfe,— 
and raged, with heaving waves. 



Then retired the great fon of Peleus,-— apart, from the 
languid pile. Fatigued, he lay flretched, on the ground. 
Pleaiing ilumbers ilraight invaded his eyes. Around the 
ion of mighty Atreus, — the frequent hoft arc poured 
amain. Their tumult and founding tread,—- fbon rouzed 
Achilles divine. He arofe, with fpeed, in the midfl : 
And thus iiddrefled the leaders of Argos : . 

** Sous of Atreus renowned I Warlike leaders of all 
the Argives I Extinguifh, with fable wine, — the whole 
pyre, o'er its glowing round. Extinguifh, O chiefs, that 
part,-;— which the flrength of the flame has feized. Then 
ihall we colle<Et the bones—of the haplefs (on of Menaetius. 
Eafy'difcemed are his bones. He lies, in the heart of 
the pyre. Promifcuous, along the verge — ^were all the 
ileeds and men confumed. In a golden vafe, let us place 
them, with care : Involved in a double caul of fat. In 
the vafe let the hero repofe,-— till I myfelf (hall depart to 

the 
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the dead. No mighty tomb I meaa to rear. A (Imple 
mound (ball bear his name. Hereafter, Tons of the war- 
like ArgivesI Ye (hall make it ample and high; Yb, 
who, after I am gone,-«^fhall furvive, at theie hoUpw 
ihips." 

■ 

He fpoke. They liftened and obeyed. With iablc 
wine, they extinguifhed the pyre : What part was per- 
vaded by flame. The deep afhes fubfided amain. Dif- 
folved in tears, they coUeded the fnow-white bones— of 
their friend ever gentle and mild I They placed them, in 
a golden vaie, — ^involved, in double cauls of fat. In the 
tent they diipoied them, with care : Covered with fine 
linen, from view. The broad circle they defcribed for 
the tomb : They rolled the earth, on the half- burnt pyre« 
The (oft mould they poured, on the mound. The tomb 
flnifhed, they all returned. 

But Achilles detained the hoft : And formed the 
broid aflembiy round. From his navy the hero produced—— 
iplendid prizes to honour his friend. Bright cakhxMis and 
tripods of brais : Steeds, mules, the (Irong heads of 
beeves : Women graceRiI, in flowing robes,— >a huge 
ftore of refulgent fteeL Firft, to the fwift charioteen, — 
the chief appointed the Iplendid prize. A woman, deep- 
bolbmed and iRiir : Well-{killed in the female arts : A 
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tripod, with Handles bright — of twenty meafures its 
ample fize. Thefe formed the fplendid prize of the firft. 
To the {econd, the hero afUgned, — a- marc fix years old 
and unbroke : Bearing a young mule in her womb. For 
the third the fon of Peleus appoints — a beauteous cal- 
dron ', four meafures its fize. Refulgent and fair to the 
eye. For the fourth, he placed two talents of gold : For 
the fifth,^ a large double vafe, as yet untouched by the 
flame and bright. The hero arofe, in the midft — and 
thus addrefled the warlike Argives : 

" Sons of Atreus renowned 1 O, nations of aflembled 
Achaia ! Thefe prizes, which flame, in the midfl>— await 
the chiefs, who fhall ftrive, in the chariot-race. Con- 
tended, now, the warriors of Argos,— round fome other 
hero's tomb : Then I myfelf, in triumph, fliould bear— 

fl 

the firft prize, to my lofty tent. To all is known how 
n^uch, in fpe(ed,i-r-my fteeds fttrpafs the courfers of all t 
Defcended of immortal blood, — ^the gift of Neptune to 
Peleus my fire : Who placed them, in the h^iids of his 
fbn. But I will, now, the race forgoe : My high-maned 
fteeds fhall abftain from the field. Loft to them, for ever 
loft — is the ftrength of their mild charioteer I He, who 
poured the fragrant oil, — on the bright length of their 
flowing manes ; when wafhed, in the clear-rufhing flreaoL 
3 Him 
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Him {landing defolate they mourn. Their bright man^s 
arc poured amain on the ground. They grieve from their 
deathlefs fouls. But you, the reft, ariie, o*er the hoft. 
Let each Argive that confides in his fteeds, — in his well- 
compaded chariot, arife.** 

« 

ft 

Thus fppke the mighty fon of Peleus. The charioteers 
arofe, with ipeed. Far the iirft arofe to the race — the 
graceful king of men, Eumelus : The fon beloved of the 
mighty Admetus, — much (killed to drive the flying car. 
Next arofe the fon of Tydeus, — Diomedes matchlefs in 
arms. Beneath the yoke, the hero placed—- *his generous 
fteeds of the breed of Tros : The fteeds, which he took 
from ^neas,— when Apollo faved the chief from his 
fpear. The fon of Atreus, the third, arofe, — ^Menelaus, 
with long yellow hair. He hamefled his bounding fteeds : 
The AgamemnonianiBth^ — and his own unequalled Podar> 
gus. ^the to great Agamemnon — ^was the gift of the (on of 
Anchifes : Of Echepolus, to excufe him from war,— 
from following Argos to Ilium of winds : To permit him, 
at home, to remain, — ^in Sicyon's cxtenjGve domains : 
To enjoy all the pleafures of wealth, — for great the 
wealth, which Jove had beftowed. Her the hero joined 
to the car. Eager she to conmiencc the race ! 

Antilochus, the fourth, arofe — ^and harnefled his 
high-maned fteeds : The famed fon of illuftrious Neftor ! 

B b b 2 In 
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In Pylos, >vere the coyrfers bred— and tanghc to drive th^ 
car, round the goal4 His father approaching the youtji, 
poured, thiis, his advice, in his ear : Though prudent, 
of himfelf, was the; fbn : *< Antilochiis T^ the aged iaid : 
" Thee, though fmall is thy number of years, — great; 
Jove and Neptune have loved, from their fouls— and 
taught thee, in each art of the race. Thee the gods haye* 
loved, my fon i Nor much thou need'ft the advice of 
thy fire. To thee is well-known the art,— of bending 
the rapid fleeds round the goal. But thy courfers are 
flow, in the race : I, therefore, dread the difaflrou$ 
event. Far more fleet are their bounding fleeds : But 
thee the drivers excel not in fkill.** 



" But thou, my. fbn* beloved, attend. Weigh my 
counfels. Lay them up, in thy foul. Supply the wanjt 
of fpeed with art. Leave not thou to fortune the prize. 
By art and not by headlong force,— the woodman the 
forcfl fubdues. By art, the pilot on the dark-heaving 
deep, — direifts the vefTel, when tofTed by the winds. By 
art the charioteer outflrips— his rival, when they flretch 
in the race. ' But he that trufts the whole to his fleeds— 
to the well-turned orbs of his rapid wheels,— impru- 
dently bends to and fro,— -doubly-meafures the field as 
he flies. His horfes wander o*er alf the courfe. He 

holds 
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holcls no command of the rein. But he who knows to 
guide the <iar,-^^though urging worie deeds in the race— 
•ever holds the marked goal in his ^es. He bends near 
it ; he knows to contra^,— to loofe amain the floating 
length of his reins. Undevious he holds the right courfc^ 
«— oblerving ftill the foremoft, with care.'* 

" But thou obferve, my fon, the godi. It is ealy 
to be difcemed. There ftands a piece of arid wood,— *- 
ariiing, an ell, o*er the ground : A fable oak or hardy 
pine, — ^which moulders not to the driving rains, 
either iide of the aged tnmk — ^two white ftones aloft are 
reared. On either fide, thefe narrow the way. A circle 
bends around for the cars. The tomb of (bme long-> 
departed chief: Or .a goal, in the days of old. This, 
now, has Achilles divine — appointed the mark, for the 
cars. Near this, drive thou, my fbny— thy high-miancd 
deeds and thy poUfhed car.'* 

I 

** But thou incline thyfelf to the left— from the well 
tompaded (eat of thy car. But with the lafh, with thy 
loud threatening voice,—- urge onward the right-hand 
fteed,-— give him all the rein, from thy hands. But keep 
the left horie near the goal : Let the nave of the 
high-wrought wheel— •fcem to touch it, as it rolls, by 
its fide. But avoid to touch the rough flone ; To lame 

thy 
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thy , deeds, to break thy car. To others a fubjea of 
iport I A dire diigrace to thyfelf I But thou, beloved, 
observe my words. Add caution to the arts of the race. 
If thus thou the . goal fhalt approach : He that fwifteft 
purfues {hall not pafs. No. Should he dnve in his car, 
— ^the matchlefs {peed of Arion divine : The bounding 
{leed of the great Adra{lus,— -deriving his race from a 
god : Nor. yet the breed of the great Laomedon, — the 
fleete{l {leeds reared in Ilium of winds.** 

« 

Thus fpoke Ne{lor, the fon of Neleus. Again the 
hero retired to his place : Having given each charge to 
his fon. Meriones the fifth arofe — and harnefTed his 
long-maned fleeds. The heroes bounded to their feats. 
The lots, in a helmet, they threw. Achilles {hook it 
and forth flew the lot, — of Antilochus the fon.of Ne{lor. 
The next in order was the hero Eumelus : The third, 
Menelaus, renowned at the fpear. 

Meriones, the fourth, advanced. Laft of all came the 
greateft in fight, — the fon of Tydeus to urge his bright 
car. In a row, the heroes flood. Achilles points to the 
goal with his hand. Far-diflant it flood, on the plain. 
Near it, he placed godlike Phoenix, — the bearer of the 
arms of his fire : To mark the. courfe,. with attentive 
mind, — ^to bring the whole truth to his ear. 

They 
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Thev together, o'er the fteeds, — raife, at once, their 
whips aloft. At once, refounding they fall : At once, 
afcends their urging voice. Fleetly they dart through the 
plain, — and leave the navy far behind. Beneath their 
breads the duft is rouzed, — as when a whirlwind {weeps 
the plain. Their floating manes are tofled above,— >by 
the blafts of the rudiing wind. Now the cars fcem to 
touch the ground— 'now to bound aloft, oa die air. 
But firm the heroes held their feats. Their eager hearts 
beat high to their fides. Each, for vi^ry, burns o*er 
his foul : And urges his fleeds by name. They obeyed 
the voice of their lords, — sad rufhed, wrapt in clouds^ 
o'er the plain.. 

B u T when around the farthefl goal of tlic race,— -the 
rapid couriers had wound their way : When they turned 
to the hoary main, — then the fkill of each driver ap- 
peared : Then the fpeed of their high-bounding fleeds; 
Before the others drove amain, — the fwift-footed mares 
of Eumelus. Next thefe and before the reft — the fleeds 
of Tros bore great Diomedes. Nor diflant from the fore- 
mofl they drove. They feemed, as if afcending the car; 
The back, the broad fhoulders of the mighty Eumelus — 
feel their fultry breath, from behind : For o*er him hung 
their hieads,, as they flew,. 

Then. 
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Then had they the hero outftript,-ror left doubtful, 
at leaft> the prize : But in wrath againfl the fbn of 
'Tydeus — Apollo ftruck his fplendid whip from his hand. 
The big tears burft, in rage, from his eyes, — at feeing 
the deeds of Eumelus,— now more quickly devouring die 
plain : When his own abating their fpeed—- ^without com* 
mand held forward their way. Nor unobferved was the 
fraud of I^haebus,— -by the blue-eyed daughter of Jove. 
To the (hepherd of his people ihe came, — and reftored 
his bright whip to his hand. She reftored it, with ipeed, 
to his hand 1 And poured force, on the limbs of his Aeeds. 
In her wrath, the goddefs advanced-~-to the gallant fbn 
of AdmetuSf She broke the beauteous gears of his Reeds. 
Both, devious, depart from the path. The pole drops 

at Once to the ground. The chief is rolled, from his 
(eat, by the wheel. His elbows, his mouth, his noie— « 
his forehead, his brows are torn. His bright eyes are 
filled both, with his tears. His voice is lofl in his crowded 
rage. The Con of Tydeus, out-ftripping the chief,—- 
drove forward his high-maned fteeds : Shining forth before 
others, in fame. Pallas poured force, on his fteeds, 
and covered the chief, with renown. 

Next to h i m the brave fon of Atrcus-^Mirged forv 
his bounding car. Biit Antilochus prompted, aloud,< 

4. the 
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the high-ne<ikcd fteeds of his aged fire : " Stretch for- 
ward, with all your fpeed. Exert your force. Devour 
the way. Nor I command you to contend, — ^with the 
fteeds of the brave Diomedes : Whom Pallas has, with 
fpirit, infpired — and covered their lord, with, renown. 
But overtake the fteeds of Atrides. O leave them behind, 
in the field. Let not JEthk cover both, with difgrace. 
Yield not to a female the prize. Why fail ye, O generous 
fteeds ! For this to both I foretel, — and what I foretel 
{hall be performed : Nor, hereafter, (hall your food be pre- 
pared — by Neftor, the leader of armies. Straight he both 
will transfix with fteel, — if remifs, in the rapid race, — 
you remain, with the vileft prize. Purfue, haften, with 
all your ipeed. A thought already afcends in my foul. 
I will try, in this narrow path — ^to pafs with art. Nor 
the fcheme will deceive." 

The hero fpoke. They dread the threats of their 
lord. More eagq* they urge their fpeed. But Antilochus 
quickly perceived— the narrow pafs of the hollow way : 
A cleft in earth, which the wintry rains — colleded to a 
torrent, had formed. Profound and fteep was the gulph, 
in the road. Right to this, Menelaus advanced, — avoid- 
ing to fliock with his rival's car. Antilochus bending 
inward his fteeds-r-urged fidelong, from the line of his 
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courfe : And flightly-flanting purfued amaiii. The fbn 
of Atreus in terror beheld : And thus to Antilochus 
aloud : " Antilochus too raflily thou driv'ft. Reftrain, 
warrior, reftrain thy fteeds. The way is narrow. Soon 
widening, the fpace — fhall give thee fcope to ru{h, with 
freedom, along. Forbear to hurt both, forbear : Nor 
let car fhock with car, as they bound*" 

H E fpoke. The youth adds to his fpeed ; Hanging 
forward, with his whip, o*er the fleeds. Like one that 
heard not he thundered along. Far as flies the diflc, 
from the arm robuft,— of a youth, who exerts all his 
, force : So far he (hot before him, with fpeed. Back- 
ward ftarted the fteeds of Atrides. The hero for- 
bore to drive : Left the courfers fliould fhock, in the 
pafs, overturn the compacted cars, — and roll the drivers 
themfelves in the duft— contending for the prize of 
renown. 

The yellow-haired Menelaus aloud,: — thus upbraided 
the fbn of Neftor : " Antilochus ! None of mankind — 
is more mifchievous, more pernicious than thee. Fare- 
well. Miftaken are the Argives,— who call thee prudent 
and count thee wife ! But thou never, without an oath, — 
fhalt cany this prize away." Thus fpeaking, he rouzed 
his fteeds. " Abate not, in ought, your fpeed. Stand 

not. 
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not, grieving in heart, for the paft. Soon these (hall 
fail, in the race.^ Their feeble knees (hall yield to your 
(peed : For both are opprefled with years." 

H E (poke. They dread the voice of the king. More 
eager they thunder along : And foon approach the 
bounding fteeds, that had pafled. The deep circle of the 
Argive powers — beheld the fleeds advancing amain : As 
they dartedj through the cloud, which they raifed. Ido- 
meneus, the fovereign of Crete — ^knew the fteeds, as they, 
came afar. Aloft, on a rifing ground — the hero fat and 
beheld the plain. He knew the firft driver afar : His 
urging voice he heard and knew. The marked fteed, 
which led the race, he perceived. Brightly-red was his 
body all o'er : In his forehead a white circle difplayed— 
like the full orb of the nightly moon. Aloft, the hero 
aroie— and to the Argives his words addrefled : 

** O FRIENDS I Leaders, princes of Argos I Difcern I 
alone the fleeds } Or come they, perceived, to your 
eyes? Another driver and other fleeds — feem now to 
lead, — than thofe lately the firfl in the field. Difabled, 
fomewhere, on the courfe, — ^the fwiftefl fleeds diflant 
remain. I beheld them firfl doubling the goal, — but, 
now, they meet, no-where, my fight: Though mme 
eyes I have rolled, around — ^along the breadth of the 
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Trojan field. The reins, perhaps defer ted the driver's 
hand : Nor could he reftrain the fteeds, — nor turn, 
with fuccefs the goal. There, I deem, the warrior fell, — 
there he broke his compa<Sted car. His couriers, devious, 
have turned from the courfe : After fury had feized their 

fouls. But arife and you, alfo, behold : Not diftind: 
comes the firft to my fight. He feems an ^tolian by 
birth. Among the Argives, he bears command : The 
fon of the fteed-ruling Tydeus — Diomedes renowned in 



arms." 



The younger Ajax upbraided the chief. He thus 
began, with reproachful words. " Why prates Idome-< 
neus thus ? The high-bounding mares of the ^:^t Eu- 
melus, — ftill pofiefs the ample field, as they fly. Noi* 
the youngeft of the Argives art thou : Nor look forth 
the fharpeft eyes from thy head. But in words thou 
yieldeft to none. Yet ill it becomes thee to prate, — in 
the prefence of better men. Still foremofl are the mares 
of Eumelus : . He ftill holds the reins, as he drives 
along.'* 

To him, in wrath, the leader of Cretans r " Ajax \ 
in fquabbling expert ! In vile reproaches, the firft of the 
Argives! But in merit, thou yieldeft to all,— harfh, un- 
gentle and haughty of foul. But let us contend, with a 

ftake, — 
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flake, — a bright tripod, a caldron of brafs. Let the 
king be the umpire to both : Whether thefe thy favoured 
mares are the foremofl. In thy lofs thou fhalt feel thy 
miftake.'* 

He Ipoke : Straight arofe, in his wrath, — the fwift* 
footed fon of Oileus : Ready to pour forth the reproach. 
Then farther had extended the ftrife. But Achilles him- 
felf arofe : " Contend, with bitter words, no more. 
Ajax, Idomeneus, ceafe. It fuits not your rank and 
your deeds : It fuits not this prefence and time. Others 
guilty, like you, ye would blame. A&. not then, 
what you would difapprove. Retire. Sit down. Await 
the fteeds. Their coming the whole will decide. Then 
fhall each more certainly know : Which of the fleeds of 
the Argives are firft — which the laft, in the rapid race !** 

He fpoke: Tydides came driving amain. Ceafelefs 
refounded his falling lafh. High-bounding his courfera 
flew— and threw back the receding plain. The duft 
afcended to the high charioteer : The car high-laboured 
with gold — fliot bright, through the moving cloud. Scarce 
the viewlefs orbs of the wheels — ^imprefled the (and, Co 
rapid they flew. In the middle the hero flood. Copious 
flowed the fweat, from his fleeds : Down their necks, it 
fell as it flreamed,— and wandered amain, on their breafls. 

He 
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He bounded to earth, from his fhining feat* His whip 
he reclined, on the yoke. Nor delayed the gallant Sthe- 
nelus — to take the firft prize, for his friend. He gave to 
his partners in arms — to be borne to the tents of their 
lord-r-the beauteous damfel and the tripod of brafs. He 
himfelf loofed the fteeds, from the car. 

Next the youthful Antilochus — drove aniain to the 
circle his fteeds : By art, and not by fpeed in the race — 
the chief had outftript Menelaus. Yet, even thus, the- 
great Menelaus — ^hung clofe on his rear, with his fteeds. 
Near as is the fteed to the wheel — who bears, on the car, 
his lordf— -quickly -moving, along the plain. The 
fartheft hairs of his tail behind, — touch the orb of the 
wheel, as it rolls. Near it paces the eager fteed : Small 
the fpace;, between the wheel and his heels, — ^as he urges 
his fteps, o'er the field : Such the diftance of great Mene- 
laus, — ^from Antilochus, in "battle renowned : Though 
late, as far as flies a difk,— ^the herb was left behind. 
But he foon gathered ground, on the youth. The mighty 
force of the high-maned ^thi^ — encreafed, as {he flew, 
o'er the field. If farther had extended the courfe, — ^foon 
Antilochus flie had pafled, in her ftrength, — ^nor had left 
him a doubtfiil prize. 

B u T Meriones came behind— the ^lant friend of the 
gr^t Idomeneus : Behind Menelaus he came, — far, as flies 

the 
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the quivering lance, from the hand. Slow were his high- 
maned fteeds— -and he himfelf, the lead (killed, in the 
race : Whether the courier to guide—or to poife the flying 
car, as it rolls. But, laft of all, advanced, o'er the plain*— 
the gallant fbn of the great Admetus : Dra^ng onward 
his broken car-— driving flowly his reftive fteeds. While 
Achilles beheld his plight, — ^he pitied the chief, from, his 
foul : And thus addrefled his winged words to the 
Argives : " The moft-fkilled drives his couriers the laft I 
But let us give him the fecond prize. His merit claims 
it. Let the great fon of Tydeus — bear away the firft 
prize to his tents.** 

4 

The hero fpoke : And the Argives approved. He then 
had given to the hero the mare, — but Antilochus diffented 
aloud — the prudent fon of magnanimous Neftor. Juftly 
warmed he arofe and replied — to Achilles, the great fon 
of Peleus : *^ O Achilles, much mjr v^rath fhall arife : 
If thou thy defign (halt perform. M b of my prize thou 
depriv'ft — moved by this, that the gods have overthrown 
— ^his crafhing car and have frightened his fteeds. Though 
fkilled he is, he ought to ojffer his prayers,— to make vows 
to the deathlefs powers : Then had he not come the laft,; 
— ^urging flowly his reftive fteeds. But if thou pitieft the 
chief, Achilles ! If to be generous determined thy foul : 

Much 
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Much gold lies flowed in thy fhips— cattle, brafs, and 
deep-boibmed maids. Many high-bounding couriers are 
thine : Of thefe for him chuie, hereafter, a prize — of 
higher value. Or beftow it juft now — ^and obtain the 
applaufe of the Argives. I (hall not depart, from this 
prize. The mare is mine : And h e of mankind — ^who 
dares to difpute my right, — ^means to meet me, in the 
contefl of arms." 

H E fpoke : And Achilles divine — gently fmiled, at 
the warmth pf the youth. He approved of the words of 
Antilochus — ^his gallant friend and companion beloved. 
To him, with winged words, he began : " Antilochus \ 
if fuch thy commands, — I will perform them, for the 
godlike Eumelus. I will give him the breaft-plate of brafs 
—of which I ftript the brave Afteropaeus. Round the 
margin is poured the bright tin. High-valued is the prize 
I beftow." — He fpoke : And commanded Automedon-^ 
to bring the fplendid gift, from his tent. The hero went, 
and foon returned, with the prize. He placed it, in the 
hands of Eumelus. He received it, rejoicing in foul. 

In the midft arofe great Menelaus. The hero, griev- 
ing in heart, arofe. Much he raged againft Neftor's fon. 
The herald, in his hand, placed the fcepter : And com- 
manded, to fUence, the Argives. In the midft fpoke the 

3 godlike, 
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godlike man : *^ Atitilochus I once for prudence re- 
nowned ! Why, with folly, haft thou tamifhed that 
fame ? Thou, at once, haft my knowledge difgraced,— * 
and difhonoured my bounding fteeds : By driving before 
me thy. fteeds — ^much inferior to mine, in the race/* 



"But to you, O leaders of Argos I To her princes, 
Menelaus appeals I Decide between us, in this ftrife. 
Difmifs all favour for me, from your thoughts. Left any 
of the bright-mailed Argives— fliould, hereafter, affirm 
with words: — "Menelaus, by oppreffion, obtained— « 
and bore away Antilochus* prize. More ftuggiih were 
his fteeds, in the race, — ^though greater his own force and 
his power." — But why fhould I appeal to the chiefs ? 
I myfelf will decide the caufe. Nor deem I that any 
Argive — ^will blame my condu<^, in ought : For juft the 
judgment, which I determine to giye. Antilochus, ad- 
vance with fpeed. Defcendant of Jove advance ! Stand 
before thy fteeds and thy car. Hold the very whip in thy 
hand — ^with which thou haft urged thy fteeds. Touch the 
courfers, with thy whip. Swear by him, who furrounds 
the world. By Neptune, fwear an awful oath,— that 
THOU, nor by art nor deceit— obftrudted my car, in the 
courfe.'* 
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To him the prudent Antilochus : '* Beiar, with 
patience, this once, O king I I am much younger 
than thee, . Menelaiu t In merits as in years, thou 
excerft. Thou haft known the headlong errors of youth : 
Rafh in a£tion> in judgment but Weak 1 Bear, therefore, 
with patience of foul. I myfelf will reftore the mare. 
The prize, which I took, I return : Or if ought more 
pleaiing to thee is mine — this inftant, I the gift will be- 
ftow : Ere to thee, O defcendant of Jpve ! I become 
odious, expelled from thy foul : — Or forfworn to the 
deathlefs gods." 

Thus fpoke the fbn of magnanimous Neftor. He 
placed the mare in the hands of the king. Sudden joy is 
poured on his fouf, — like the dew on the growing corn — 
when all the fields are waving, with green. Thus to 
thee, Menelaus renowned I Thy foul is frefliened o'er 
with joy. Rearing his loud voice, he replied : 

" Antilochus I Though great was my rage, — to 
thee I will yield, in my turn : As not of wavering foul 
thou haft been, — -nor inconftant and flight of mind. To 
thee I yield, my friend beloved. Thy youth has fubdued 
my heart. It were better and wifer far — ^to avoid, to 
deceive the mild : Nor with eafe had any Argive but 
thou, — bent my foul to forgive fuch wrongs. But 
much haft thou borne, in my caufc ; Much thy valour 
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has performed. Much I owe to thy father revered, — to 
thy brother renowned in arms. I, therefore, yield, my 
foul to thy prayers. Take the mare, though mine is the 
prize: That thefe may own that Menelaus — is never 
haughty nor ungentle of foul.*' 

He fpoke : And to the friend of Antilochus, — to 
Noemon returned the mare. He himfelf received, fo^ 
his prize — the fplendid caldron, that (hone, on the 
^ound. Meriones, the fourth in the race — ^received the 
two talents of gold. The fifth prize, undemanded, re- 
mains : A double bowl, that beamed to the fight. The 
TjowI Achilles bore, through the crowd, — and gave to 
Neftor the Iplendid prize. 

** Take this I'* the hero began : "Be this, O aged, 
thy fplendid prize : The memorial of the haplefs Patro- 
clus. Him, hereafter, thou fhalt never behold — among the 
nations of Achaia in arms. Without contefl, be tliis thy 
prize. Nor thou fhalt, at the cxflus, ftrive : Nor 
launch the javelin, nor contend, in the race. . The 
vigour of thy years is paft. Heavy age fits cold, on thy 
iimbs." 

He /poke, and placed, in his hand, the bowl. With 
joy, the hero received the prize : And, thus, with 
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winged words replied : " True are tby words, my fon ! 
Replete, with judghient, are the thoughts of thy foul. 
No longer firm is my ftrength. My limbs fap, in th^ 
feats of renown. Nor move my feet, with wonted Ipeed ? 
Nor active arife my hands. Would I glowed, in the 
vigour of youth ! That my force had firm remained, 
as when the warlike Epei — ^burnt the corfe of Amaryn- 
ces, their king. In Buprafium they burnt the hero. His 
foris produced the prizes to view. Nor my equal was 
then, in the field. Nor of the Epei nor warlike Pylian$ 
•—nor the ^tolians renowned in arms.'* 

" At the caeftus I (ubdued Clytomedcs : In wreftling 
I Ancaeus o'erthrew : The fon of Enops, from beauteous 
Pleuron, — -who arofe to contend, with my force. Iphi- 
clus I outftript in the race : Unmatched, before, at the 
fj^ed of his feet : In launching the javelin afar-~Phylcu* 
and great Polydorus. I failed, only, at the race of the 
cars : The two fons of AAor prevailed. By their nunv^ 
hers, the youths overcame. They envied to Neftor the 
prize : The mofl-valued, for that conteft remained. A 
twin-monfter were ^&ots Ions : This guided the bound-^ 
ing fteeds : The bounding fteeds this guided with care i 
That rouzed themj^ with the whip, to their (peed.'* 

** Such have I been, heretofore* Now Jet younger 
contend— and fucceed to fuch tafks of renown. I 
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obey the moumfiil fummons of age : Though then I 
excelled, among heroes. But thou return, my fon ! Pay 
the honours due to the mighty dead. But this I, wil- 
lingly, receive. A gleam of joy lightens over my heart .;. 
As thou remember' ft thy friend in years : As it has not- 
efcaped thy foul — to place me, in becoming renown,— r 
among the chiefs of the Argive powers. May the gods; 
reward thee, my fon I And return thee the favour, thou 
fo wifely beftow'ft.** 

H E fpoke : The fon of Pclcus returned,-— through the 
crowded lines of the Argive powers : Having . liftcned to 
all the praife— of Neftor the offspring of Neleus. The 
hero, then, produced the prize — ^for the dreadful ftrife 
of the founding caeftus* A mule, patient of evcrjr toil^ 
— in the midft of the circle is bound : Six year old, 
unbroken and hard to fubdue. For the vanquifhed, the 
hero placed, — a mafly goblet, both ample and round. 
He arofe in the midft — ^and, thus, to the liftsning Ar- 
gives : 

" Sons of Atreus f All ye warriors of Argos f Let 
two heroes arife, with fpeed : Two, the beft to wield 
the caeftus, — ^to mix aloft, their (bunding arms In th^ 
nght. Let him, whom Phoebus (hall cover with fame,' 
wh<xn the Argives fhall the vidor declare,— bear the 
■■ mule 
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mule to his lofty tent : Let the goblet, both ample and 
round, — be the prize of the vanquiflied in fight.** 

H E fpoke : A mighty warrior arofe, — -fierce in mien 
and large in fize : Skilled, in the ftrife of the caeftu 
£peus, the fon of Panopeus. He laid his broad hand,* 
oh the mule— ^and thus, aloud, began : ** Let HiKi 
advance, who wifhes to earn the bowl : The mule, t 
deem that none of the Argives,-^lhali bear, by force, 
from the hands of Epeus,— having vanquiflied him, firft,' 
at' the caeftus. In this ftrife I profefs to excel. Is it not 
enough, O Argives,'— that to others I yield in war ? Hard, 
the tafk it is for man-^in every perfedion, to fliine. But 
this I denounce to my foe, — ^and what I threaten (hall be 
performed. His whole body I will crufli, in my mightj, 
-—and break all his crackling bones. Let his friends,, 
therefore, attend the chief, — to bear him hence gafping 
for life, — fubdued, beneath the force of my hands.." 

He ipoke: Silence darkened, o'er all the hoft. Eury- 
alus arofe alone, — a hero, in form like the gods : The 
fon of'Mecifteus of the race of the kingly Talaion. Mecif- 
teus, who came to facred Thebes, — to the funeral games 
ordained — in honour of Oedipus deceafed : He there 
vanquiflied all the Cadmei. The fon of Tydeus urged 
ihe chief. He confirmed him^ with many words : . And 

much 
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* 
« 

much he wiflied him fuccefs, in the iight. He firft threw, 
round his body, the belt : He then ^ve him the well-cut 
thongs— -of the hide of a mountain bull. 

Now prepared, both the heroes advanced. In the 
middle of the circle, they flood. At once, they engaged 
in fight. At once arofe their hands robuil. Mixed aloft 
are their crafhing arms. Their jaws refound to repeated 
blows. Sweat flowed amain o'er their limbs. Then 
ruflied the noble Epeus. He ftnick his foe, on the jaw, 
as he turned. Down dropt the chief, on the earth. His 
limbs failed. He writhed himfelf as he lay. As when, 
beneath the Aidden blaft of the northern wind — ^leaps a 
fifli on the weedy fliore : But ftraight the dark wave 
rolls o'er him, again. Thus bounded the chief, at the 
blow: But the m^nanimous Epeus — ^raifed the chief^ 
from the earth, in his hands. His friends beloved ftood 
around. They led him along, on failing limbs, — ^pour- 
ing forth the clotty blood— and, hanging, on his flioulder, 
his head. Between their arms they led the chief : StiH 
wandered his troubled foul. They bore away, as they 
went, — ^the goblet his dear-bought prize. 

The fon of Peleus produced to the Argives — ^the third 
prize for the wreftlers renoWned. To the vidor a tripod 
of brafs, — beauteous, ample and fit for the flame. The 

Argives, 
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Ar^ves, furvieying it round — ^at twelve oxen valued the 
prize. For the vanquifhed the hero placed — a woman 
flailed, in each female art : At four oxen, they valued 
the maid. He flood, and thus to the liftening Argives : 
** Let thofe quickly arife, — who mean to try their 
force, at this game.*' 

H E Ipoke : And firft arofe — ;the mighty Telamoniah 
Ajax. Then arofe the prudent Ulyfles,-— deeply-fldlled 
in every art. Havii^ girded their loins, they advanced— 
to the center of the circle of men. They rufhed to the 
rough embrace. They folded each other in their arms. 
Like two rafters, in the roof of a dome— which the builder 
joins firmly above,—- to bear the headlong force o£ the 
winds. Their backs crackled beneath their ftrong hands 
— as they drew to each other each. Wide poured the 
fweat, from their brows. On their fides, on their 
fhoulders broad — the bloody tumours conipicuous arole* 
For vidory, they eagerly ftrove : For. the tripod of beau- 
teous form. Nor could Ulyffes his foe overturn : Nor 
Ajax lay the chief on the ground : For the force of 
Ulyffes, withftood. 

The Greeks were tired, with the tedious ftrife. The 
fon of Telamon then began : "Or raife me, Ulyfles 
divine ! Or I will lift thee aloft, from the earth : And 
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leave the reft, to the guidance of Jove/* He fpoke : Arid 
raifed him, from the earth. Nor Ulyfles forgot his art. 
He ftnick him, where bends the ham. His limbs failed 
him. He fell fupine. On his breaft fell the mighty 
Ulyfles. The hoft beheld and admired his art. Niext 
Ulyfles divine — attempts to raife his foe robuft. He 
moved him a little from earth : But raifed him not quite, 
in his arms. He locked his knee, within the knees of the 
foe. Both tumbled, fide by fide, on the earth. Both 
are foiled with the duft, as they lie. 

A THIRD time, having ftarted from earth, — ^they pre- 
pared to renew the ftrife. But Achilles arofe and for- 
bade : " No farther renew the ftrife. Wear not down, 
with fatigue your fouls. The viAory declares for both. 
To each equal be the prize and depart : That other 
Argives may contend, in the games.'* — He fpoke : They 
liftened and obeyed. They wiped the duft, from their 
limbs — ^and refumed their robes. 

« 

The fon of Pelcus prepares other gifts — ^for thofe, who 
fliall excel, in the rapid race : A filver urn, high-laboured, 
with art. Six meafiires its ample fize. In beauty it all 
excelled : By the much-fkilled Sidonians fi-amed. The 
Phoenicians brought it afar — along the dark back of 
the main. They placed it, in the port of Lemnos, — a 
fplendid prefent to Thoas divine. Euneus, the offspring 
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of Jafbn-— gkve it to the hero Patroclus,— the price of the 
youthful Lycaon,— the fon of the godlike Priam. But, 
now, Achilles propofed it, the prize— of him, who fwifteft 
ihould move his limbs, — ^in the ftrife of the rapid race j 
•^^in hcmour of the fallen Patroclus. For the fecond, he 
appointed an ox, — large, ample, and covered widi fatr 
For the third, half a talent of gold. He flood and thiw 
to the liftening Argives : " Let thofe quickly arife,— wha 
mean to try their ipeed, in the race.*' 

* 

He fpoke : And ftraight arofe — fwift Ajax, the fbn 
of Oileus. Ulyfles firft in prudence arofe : Then Antir- 
lochus, Neflor's fon. He, in the fpeed of his feet,- 
excelled all the youths of the Argives. In order, the 
heroes flood. — Achilles pointed the goal. From the 
barrier, they flatted at once. They ftretched forward the 
race, o'er the plain. The fon of Oileus furpafTed the.refl* 
Clofe-foUowed Ulyfles divine. So near ; as the fhuttle 
flies — ^to the breafl of a fair-zoned maid : Which fhe 
throws, in the eafe of her art— firom •the white graip of 
her lovely hand I She raifes the warp on the woof : And 
throws the fhuttle acrofs her breaflr. So clofc moved the 
mighty Ulyffes. His feet prcflcd his fbotfleps, behind,- 
ere yet the dufl had time to afcend. On the head of the 
fon of Oileus,— the hero poured his tepid breath i So clofe 

he 
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he followed his flying fpeed. The Greeks encouraged the 
hero, with ihouts : Eager of himfelf for fliccefs)— i-and 
urging forward, with all his force. 

When the. latter round of the courfe they drove: 
Straight Ulyfles, within his foul, — addrefled to blue-eyed 
Pallas his prayers : " Hear me, goddefs ! O aid my vows. 
Give fpeed to my feet, in the r^ce.** Thus praying, the 
hero fpoke. Blue-eyed Pallas heard, from her iky. She 
lightened his limbs, as he moved. She kindled vigour, in 
his feet and his arms. When, now, foufing, they came, 
on the {Mize,— 'haplefs Ajax tumbled down, on the plain. 
Minerva had injured the chief. Where lay the dung of 
the ilaughtered beeves,-— which Achilles had flain, for 
Patroclus : There fell the Iwift-fboted Ajax. His mouth, 
his nofe, are filled with dung. Ulyfles divine advanced-— ■ 
and took the high-laboured urn, for his prize. The ox 
fell to illuftriou» Ajax. He held the beafl, by the 
crooked horn : And fpitdng, from his mouth, the dung) 
—he, thus, addrefTed his words to^ the Argives : 

** Misfortune only could lofe me the prize ! A gpd- 
defs retarded my fpeed. Like a mother flie flands neat 
Ulyfles : Ever ready, with aid divine." — ^He fpoke : Loud 
they laughed o*er the chief. Antilochus with fmiles, 
received— the latter prize, and begaa to the Argivets 
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" Shall I tell you, my friends beloved I What you all muft 
have long perceived ? That the immortal gods,— -ever 
honour the aged, with fuccefs. More advanced than m e 
in years, — ^is the illuftrious Ajax : But that fon of another 
ag^, — that companion of former men : Though incum- 
bered, with years, he is deemed, — hard the taik it were, 
in the courfe, — for any Argive to contend, with his Ipeed : 
Exctpt Achilles, unmatched, in the race I" 

He fpoke : And, with the praife, he rouzed, — the 
mighty foul of the great Achilles : " Antilbchus I" the 
hero replied : " Nor in vain haft thou uttered the praife. 
I add to thy fplendid prize, — half a talent of valued 
gold." He fpoke, and placed it in his hands. The youth 
received the prefent, with joy. But the mighty fon of 
Peleus, — ^in the center placed a long Ipear : A fhield and 
a burnifhed helm. The arms of the * godlike Sarpedon j 
of which Patroclus had ftript his corfe. The hero addrefled 
the Argives,: 

» 

" For these, we bid two to contend : Two, the moft 
trave of Argives — affuming their martial arms : And raifing 
high the burnifhed points of their fpears. Their mutual 
force let the warriors try, — ^in the prefence of aflembled 
Achaia. He, who firft fhall touch, with his point — his 
<^dverfary's beauteous form : Who ihall pierce the bright 
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arlnour, with fteel, — and call forth the ftarting blood : To 
him Ifliall give this fword, — diftinguiihed, with filver ftuds. 
This beauteous, this Thracian fword — ^which I took from 
Afteropaeus. Thefe arms fhall be their equal prize: 
With a iplendid feaft, in my lofty tents." 

He fpoke : And flraight arofe — the mighty Tela- 
monian Ajax. Valiant Diomtedes alfo arofe, — ^the ftately 
Ion of the car- ruling Tydeus. Apart' from the crowd, 
the heroes armed. Ready to enga^, they rufhed forth. 
Sternly looking the heroes ftrode. Sudden terror ran, 
cold, through the Argives. When near each other the 
chiefs advanced, — ^bending forward to mutual wounds. 
Thrice they ruflied, with all their might. Thrice, hand 
to hand, they urged their (pears. Then Ajax, with tre- 
mendous force, — ftruck the round orb of the hero's ihield.. 
But he touched not his body behind. The (hining breaft- 
plate repelled the point. But then Tydides^ above the 
huge fliield — fought a pailage for the bright-pointed fpear, 
.; — to the tender neck of the mighty foe. But the Argives 
alarmed for Ajax,-— bade the heroes to ceafe, from the 
fight — and to bear their equal prizes away. But the hero 
gave to Tydides, — the huge Thracian fword, as a prize t 
Stretching it forth, in its high-wrought (heath : With 
its belt with £lver adorned. 

But 
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But the hero placed, in the midfl — a: huge orb of 
unfafhioned fteel : Dark and rude, from the forge,— 
once thrown, by the ftrength of Eetion. But him divine 
Achilles flew — and bore the mighty mafs, in his hollow 
ihips : With other fpoils of the fallen king. The fon cf 
Peleus fpoke to the Argives : " Let thofe quickly arife, 
-—who mean to try their force, at this ganie. He to 
whom this prize (hall fall, — though many and fertile his 
fields,— (hall not, for five . revolving years,— need other 
iron, but this folid orb : Whether he feed the flocks and 
herds,^— or o'er vallies conduds the plough. He needs 
not to repair to the town. This mighty orb ihall fupply 
his wants." 



H E ^ke : And firft arole*— Polypoetes, unyielding 
in fight : And next the ftrength unmatched — of Leonteus, 
in form like the gods. Third, arofe Telamohian Ajax : 
Laft, the force of the noble Epeus. In order, thfe heroes 
ftood. Epeus afTumed the huge orb. He threw it whirl- 
ing, from his hand. AH the Argives laughed o'er their 
lines. Leonteus next difmified the mafs : Third, threw 
Telamonian Ajax. From his hand robuft it flew amain. 
Beyond all the- marks it advanced. But when the hero 
Polypoetes, — feized the heavy orb, in his grafp ; Far as 
the herdfman throws his crook,— fwiftly-whirling, o'er 
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the backs of the beeves t Such a Ipace meafured the hero, 
—beyond all the marks of the chiefs, who threwi Ap- 
plaufe fpreads o*er the hoft. The gallant frioids of the 
great Polypoetes, — bore^ with joint force, to the jQiips,. 
•—the mighty prize of their godlike king. 



The hero, for the fkilled at the bow,^— appoints a prize 
of fteel, for their (hafts. Ten krge axes he placed, in the 
midft : Ten lefler of tempered fteel. A bhie-fterned 
Veflers maft he reared : Upright it ftood in the fand. 
With a ftring, to the lofty top — he bound, by the foot, 
a dove : The fluttering marie for the barbed (hafts. 
•* The chief deftined to pierce, with his (haft — the timid 
dove, as (he trembles on high : Let him bear to his 
hollow (hip— the larger axes, his fplendid prize. But 
he, who ftraying from the bird — (hall the rope, with his 
arrow divide : He, as leaft (killed in his art,— (hall bear 
the leflfer axes away." 

H E (poke : The ftrength of Teucer ro(e : Meriones 
rofe, with fpeed, — Idomeneus's friend beloved. The lots 
are in the helmet throw : That of Teucer flew forth the 
firft. With mighty force, he difmifled the (haft r Nor 
did he vow to the bowyer king — a fcdemn facrificc to pay, 
an offering of his earlieft lambs. He ftrayed, from the 
fluttering bird. Apollo envied renown to his bow.. But 

he 
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he cut the ftring, at the foot of the dove : The" firing, 
which bound him to the mail. She flew aloft, to the 
heavens. The firing hlangs toward the ground : And, 
o'er the army, fwells loud applaufe. 

BtJT Meriones, in hafle, — took the bow, from the 
hands of Teucer, Long he held the (haft, on the firing, 
— purfuing the bird, with his eye. Straight, he vowed 

* 

. to the bowyer god — ^to Apollo, who fhoots from afar : A 
beauteous offering of earlieft lambs. High, beneath the 
fable clpuds, — ^he beheld the timid dove, as fhe flew. 
Her as fhe circled aloft — ^he flruck, beneath the wing, 
with the fhaft. Through and through, pafled the eager 
fleel. Returning it fell, fixed in the- ground,— -before 
the feet of the godlike chief. But the bird fat, aloft, on 
the mafl. She hung her neck and fhe droopt her wings. 
The rapid life flew away, from her limbs. Far-diftant 
fhe dropt, on the flrand. Admiring Argos, aflonifhed, 
beheld. The larger axes were Meriones' prize : Teucer 
bore the lefler away. 



The fon of Peleus produced,, a prize, — a long javelin, 

bright-pointed with fleel ; A caldron, untouched by the 

flame, — an ox's value, and carved with flowers. In the 

circle he placed them both. Thofe, ; who threw the lance 

appeared. Firfl arofe the fon of Atreus, — the far com- 
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manding Agamemnon. Meriones alio arofe,— the gallant 
friend of the great Idomeneus. To them thus Achilles 
divine : ** Son of Atreus ! To us is well known — ^how 
much, in this, thou all exceU'ft. — In fkill thou, by far, 
art the firft, — in force the firft, at launching the fpear. 
Receive then, O king, this prize. Bear it, without 
conteft, away. Meriones the jpear fhall receive : If fuch 
the pleafure of thy foul : For I, only, prefume to 
advife.** He fpoke: The king of men obeyed. He 
gave to Meriones the fpear. But, in the hands of the 
herald Talthybius,'— the hero placed his beauteous prize. 
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No W difmiffed is affembled Argos. The hoft diil 
perfe, through the hollow mips. 0*er the camp, 
the repafl is prepared. They reiign their (buls to pleafing 
repofe. But great Achilles weeps forlorn : Still mindful 
of his friend beloved. Him all-fubduing • ileep deferts. 
He rolls, ceafelefs, from fide to fide : Much-wanting his 
loved Patroclus : His youthful manhood, his mighty 
foul. Their deeds together, in fucceflion arofe : Their 
mighty toils, the battles of men : And the tremendous 
waves,—- o'er which, they rolled, on the main. 



Remembering these, the hero fighed,— <ind poured a 
copious flood of tears. Now, on his flde, he lay,-— now, 

fupine. 
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fupine, now prone, in hi$ grief. Then, ftardng, be rofe 
from his bed — and wandered, darklj, o'er the fhore of 
the main. Nor unlooked-for appeared ta his eyes,—* 
bright Aurora, on oceanV ftream. He joined his fleet 
fteeds to the yoke— -and dn^ed He&or, behind his ear- 
Thrice he drew him round the tomb— of the fallen ion: 
of the g^eat Menstius. Again he retired to his tent. He 
left HIM) prcMie,. extended in dufl. But Apollo the code: 
fttCerv^dt Still pitying the hero, though dead. He 
covered him wh(^e with his gokkn iBgis : Lefl,. dr^^ 
ging, HE fhould tear the fair fcMin« 

I 

Thus re, in his unboimdied rage,— -<fifgraced the corle 

of Hedor divine* Best the bleft powers, from their fldes, 

— mudt-pitied the godlike man. They advifed the: 

watchful Hermes, — to remove him, by ftealth, from the 

fhips^ The counfel pleaied the other gods,: — but not the 

hai^hty fool of Juno. It pleafed not the god of the 

main, — nor virgin Pallas,, with large-rolling eyesr The 

queens the expedient oppoied : As odious to their 

heavenly £2uls— waa facred Ilium and the people of Friamy, 

r— for the wrong, done by youthful Paris. He con-- 

demned,. with contempt^ theu: charms,r^-when to hi& 

cottage, for judgment, they came : And ^ve his voice 

to the fbnHi^ queen,. — who= bribed hia ibuL with def&uc-- 

tivelove. 

Fffa Eu*F 
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But when fprurig the twelfth morning in heaven : 
Then Phoebus Apollo arofe, — and thus addrefled the 
deathlefs powers : " Gods ! cruel at once and unjuft I 
Forgot by all is Hedor divine ? His offerings of the 
thighs of bulls ? His altars fmoaking, with chofen goats ? 
Yet ye permit him not in death, — to be borne from his 
ruthlefs foe : To be given to the eyes of his fpoufe, — 
his mother, his infant fon : To the aged eyes of his 
. father Priam — to his people diflblved in tears : To give 
his body to the flame, — to pay the laft rites to his (hade." 

« But you, ye gods ! would favour in all,— the wild 
rage of deftrudive Achilles : Whofe foul, nor juftice ever 
warmed, — nor pity ever moved. Like a lion, conftant 
only to rage,— following headlong the fav^e bent— -of 
brutal force and of foul untamed : Who ruflies on the 
flocks and the herds, — carelefs of all, but of blood. Such 
is your favoured Achilles ! Lofl: to pity, loft to fliame I 
Which often hurts the human race, — which aids them, 
when cheriflied, with care.** 

** Others lofo their friends beloved. Some their bro- 
thers, and fome their fons. But when they have wept 
o*er their urns : They difmifs both their forrow and rage. 
Fate has formed the minds of men, — to feel with keennefs, 
but with patience to bear. But this man, vdth rancour 

untamed. 



Book XXIV. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 405 

untamed, — after having deprived him of life,— drags 
bound to his chariot-wheels, the mangled corfe of He€bor 
divine, — ^round the tomb of his friend beloved. Nor this 
brings honour to himfelf,-— 'nor avails it, in aught, his 
friend. Brave, as he is, let him beware-~left the rage of 
the gods fhould arife. All-furious, he throws di%race— • 
on a clod of infenilble clay.'* 

To him in wrath replied — the white-armed daughter 
of Saturn : "Be thy counfel in all obeyed, O bearer of 
the filver bow ! If the gods, in equal honours have placed 
— gieat Achilles and Hedor divine. HeAor of a mortal 
bom — fucked the breaft of a mortal dame. But Achilles 
is the race of a goddefs: A deathlefs power, whom I 
bred and reared : Whom I gave to a hero Peleus, — beloved, 
from their fouls, by the gods. At the nuptials of bright- 
footed Thetis — the race of heaven were prefent all. Thou 
alfo feafted'ft there, with the refl, — holding thy refounding 
lyre. Thou, companion of the bad I Loft to faith as 
deprived of fhame !'* 

To her the ilorm-ruling Jove : " Juno, reftrain thy 
wrath. Turn not thy rage on the gods. Nor equal are 
the honours of both : But Hedor was moft beloved by 
the gods,— of all who dwelt, in lacred Troy. To the 
foul of Jove he was dear. Never wanting were his gifts 

in 
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ia iny £ine. Nevec cxnpty ftood the altar of Jove,.— 'oF 
fmting ^icrifice deprived:. Of libations poured, on iht 
(earthy— of &voar thai, aicended toi heanrenu. Thefe tHe 
hopourS} we. partook,, fcogi Ets Bands [ Bat let us (h»p> 
the deii^ of Hermes. Nor by flealth, nor unknown tiQ» 
Achilles,).— >i9uft daring Heiftor be removed from the flups.. 
Near him, day and night,, fojourns: — ^his watchful msthcr,, 
of race divine^ But fhould any deathle& power— -call to. 
liE the bright-moving Thetis.. Prudent couniel I will( 
^ggcft ^ That Achillea may dei^, from hiis rage,, — 
receive rich prefents, from aged Priam ^ And Hedor 
redeemed reftorc/*^ 

. He ipoksr Vatious^ .Iri& soofet Apd. eq^oaMed the 
winds,, in her fpeed. Between Samos. and rocky Itnbros; 
*r~^ phmged in the darkened main r The troubled: oceatii 
groaned around; Like a plummet {Jan dixred in the <feep t 
A plummet, which fufpended,. with care,— to the honii 
of the mountain-bull,. — defcends quickly bmeath the 
wave, — bearing death to- voracious filE.. She found the 
queen, in the hollow cave. Other bright daug|iters of" 
ocean— fat, iiequcnt, around her throne Shsy ia the: 
midit of thefe, bemoaned — the coming fate of her pliant: 
fon : Who was deflined to perifh at Troy,. — far,, far fromt 
his native knd. Near Theds flood the various, power.. 
Thus the fwift meflenger be^an l 
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*^ Arisb> bright Tketis, jaii& I Thes Jove^ eternal in 
w!Hcl<MKi, caMs.** Td lier die bright^-mcHdng Thetis ^ 
^' 'Why commands the xmghl^ god-<— wretched Thetis to 
^cend to his halls ? 1 dread to mix, wtththtedeathle^ gods; 
Manj* forrows £t deep) on my itbiil. But ^et I will 
qhey. Nor in yiain ihall if^ his wiords : Whatever hu 
JHgh command*** She fpdke : And aJQumcd iier dack 
•veil : Nor lefs.dark were her flowing tabes, Shrowding, 
thns) her heaintiefi divine-^dne mofl &at<ij of goddefies 
snoved* 

Through the troubled billows> they rofe. Wind- 
footed Iris led the way. Divided round are the waves of 
the main. They arofe all-bright on the /bore : Then 
afcended, at once, to the heavens. They fotmd the far- 
refounding Jove: And around him the deathless gods. 
Frequent and full the aflembly fat z The happy powers, 
who for ever live I Thetis fat by ifather Jove : Minerva 
yielding her place to the queen. Juno placed, in her 
fnow-white hand-— the golden cup, filled with Nedar 
divine. She comforted the queen, with words* She 
drank and reftored the bowl. 

To them the father of gods and of men s " Thou haft 
come to the fnow-clad Olympus,— O goddefs Thetis I 
though £id, in thy (bul. Sorrow not to be forgot,— lies 

d deep. 
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deep, in thy deathlefs breafl. To m e riot unknown are 
thy woes. But I will, now, inform thee, Thetis! Why 
I called thee to the preience divine. Nine days has fub- 
£fted ftrife, — among the race of the deathlefs gods : Con- 
cerning the body of He«9:or— and Achilles the deftroyer 
of towns. They bade the watchful Hermes, — by flealth, 
to remove the corfe. But I the glory for Achilles referve : 
Revering thee and thy friendfliip for Jove. But q\u<ikly 
defcend to the camp. InftruA, with thy words, thy fon. 
Tell him, that the gods are enraged-: But Jove, the moft 
of all the gods : Becaufe, with ever-furious mind,— he 
Hedor detains, at his fhips, — ^nor reftores him, redeemed, 
to his friends. If, in aught, he dreads Jove in his foul, 
—let him quickly reftore the chief. But I will, to god- 
like Priam, — difpatch Iris, along the winds: That he 
may ranfom his fon beloved : Bearing gifts to the navy of 
Argos : Bearing gifts to the great Achilles, — to appeaie 
his relenting foul." 

H E Ipoke : Beauteous Thetis obeyed. From the fum-> 
mits of fnow-clad Olympus, — ^fhe plunged^ with force, 
on the rufhing winds. She came to the tent of her fon* 
The hero, within, (he found : Pouring frequent groans, 
from his breaft. His companions were bufy around : 
Preparing the grateful repail. A huge ihcep,. with her 

heavy 



Book XXIV. THE ILIAD OF HOMER. 409 

heavy fleece, — ^lay ilain, in the lofty tent. Near him lat 
his mother divine. She gently touched him with her hand 
—-and thus, in his ear, (he began : 

^* My fon I how long in thy grief ? Thus refighing thy 
ibul to wo ? How long, wilt thou, thus, devour thy heart ? 
Forgetful of food and of love ? Good it is, when the foul 
is opprefled, — ^to mix in love with a woman's charms t 
Not long is thy term of life. Death approaches, with 
eager fteps. 0*er thee hovers thy fate. But liften quickly. 
Obey my words. To thee I bring the commands of Jove. 
The gods, he fays, are enraged, — but Jove himfelf, above 
all the gods. Becauie, with €ver-furious mind, — thou 
Hedor detain'fl:, at the (hips : Nor reflor'fl him, redeemed, 
to his friends. But thou reftore him redeemed. Receive 
the ranfom, for the corfe of the flain.'* 

To her great Achilles replied : " Let him, who 
redeems, appear. Let him bear, from hence, the dead : 
If, with foul determined, great Jove,—- fends his awful 
commands, from the fky.** Thus th^, in the (hips of 
the Argives : The mother and fon conferred. The fon 
of Saturn commanded Iris, — to. Ilium expofed to the 
winds : " Arife, rapid Iris, arife ! Leave the feats of the 
deathlefs gods. Bear to Ilium my high commands : To 
godlike Priam bear my commands : To ranfom his fon 

Vol. II. ^ g & beloved : 
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beloved : Bearing gifts to the navy g( Argos : Bearjiig 
gifts to the great Achilles— rto appeafe his relenting fo^l/' * 

•* Alone let the aged go : Nor other Trojan attend 
his fteps. Let fome herald^ ftricken • in years, — ^^ttend 
him to guide the mules : To dire<St the revolviiig car,, 
—to bring the dead to the lofty town t The mighty 
dead by Achilles ilain. Let not death com^ acrofs his 
foul. Let no terror creep cold, through his frame» Such 
a guide, we fhall give to his way, — watchftil Hermes, 
friendly god I He ihall lead him fafe to .the ihips,— and 
place him before Achilles. Nor fhall .the hero ilay the 
king. He will proteA him, from all his foes. Not 
imprudent, nor rafti is the chief. Nor yet forgetful of his. 
duty in all. His foul will, with pity, releiit. He ifrill 
Ipare the fuppliant man.." 

He fpoke : Various Iris arofe,— -and equalled the windsy 
ih fpeed. She came to the halls of Priam. She found but: 
laments and wo. The fons around their father fat, — in the 
lofty hall of the regal dome. O'er their garments defcended 
^heir tears. In the midfl lay the aged in grief r With a 
mantle covered his head. Much afhes and fordid earth-^ 
ilrewed the head- and the neck of the king. Thefe his hands 
had poured amain,-— 4n the rage of his bittec woes. His 
daughters and ^e wives of his ions-— lamented aloud, 

througE 
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through the halls : Remembering the many and brave,— r 
who lay cold and of life deprived, — beneath the deadly 
hands of the Argives. 

Near Priam flood' various Iris. With low voice, thfc 
bright goddefs^ began. Sudden ftarting, he heard .her with 
awe. A fudden tremor ran cold through - his joints. 
** Confide, Priam I Be confirmed in thy foul. Fear nojt 
ought. I come not, a foe, I come not fome ill to foreteh 
I come with benevolent foul. To thee I bear the com- 
mands of Jove : Who though from ther fo far remote, 
iploys, for THEE, his heavenly care : And pitips thy 
diftrefs. Jove bids thee, with Ipeed, to redeem — the 
corfe of He<ftor divine, from' the foe : To bear gifts to 
the great Achilles : To appeafe his relenting foul." 

*' Alqnb thou mufl go to the fhips. No Trojan thy 
fleps mufl attend. Let fome herald> flricken in years, — - 
afcend to guide the patient mules : To direft the revol- 
ving car,— to bring the dead to the lofty town :. The 
mighty dead by Achilles iflain. Let not d^ath come acrofs 
thy foul. Let not terror creep cold, through thy frame. 
Such a guide he will give to thy way : Watchful Hermes, 
the friendly god. H £ fhall kad thee faSe to the ihips : 
And place thee, before Achilles. Nor fkall the ': hero 
deprive thee of life. He will proted: thee, from all thy 

G g g 2 foes. 
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foes. Nor imprudent, nor r&ih, is the chief: Nor yet 
forgetful of his duty in alL His foul will, with pity^ 
relent. He will fpare the fuppliant man." 

She fpoke : And mixed, with the winds. But Priam 
commanded his fons, — ^to join the mules to a four-wheeled 
wain. He bade them to bind aloft — ^an ample cofferi 
the gifts to contain. To his fragrant chamber with fpeed', 
— -defcended the eager king. With cedar were lined the 
walls. Lofty rofe its roof to the eye. There laid up 
were his precious ftores. He called Hecuba, his fpouie^ 
and began ; 

" Unhappy woman I This inftant, Irom Jove, — his 
ineflenger came, on the winds. He commands me to 
ranfom my fan. To go to the navy of Argos. To carry 
prefents to great Achilles : His relenting foul: to appeafe.. 
But thou, unhappy, convey to mine ear, — ^what feems. 
befl to thy mournful' foul. Much my mind commands me 
to go : To bear the gifts to the fhips of the Argives,— 
to the wide camp of the ruthlefs foe.'* 

He ^oke : Loud-fhrieked his fad ipoufo : And thus: 
to her hufband began : " Ah 1 whither is that prudence 
fled ? That wifdom, which heretofore, — ^raifed, through 
foreign realms^ thy renown ? And rendered thee ho- 
noured: 
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noured at home ? How can*ft move a£ai alone — ^to the 
ihips of the Argjve powers ? To the fight of that ruthlefs 
man — ^who flew thy fons, many and brave ? Thy foul 
is diftempered, with grief. Thy heart is to iron tumedw 
Should*fl: thou fall in his deadly hands : Should he, once^ 
roll his eyes on thy form : The cruel, the perfidious man 
— ^will not pity. He will not revere. But let us pour, 
apart, our tears : Sitting diilant, within our halls. This 
with his thread, deflrudive fate — ^mixed, at the birth of 
my ion. Doomed, when firft I brought him to light,-— 
to be, thus, devoured by the dogs : Subdued by a relent- 
lefs man, — fi-om his parents diftant far. O would that I 
could quaff his blood! And, on his liver, feed in my 
wo I Then his wrongs to my fon were rep£ud I Nor, 
like a coward, He<%or fell : But (landing, undaunted in- 
fight : For the Trojans and Trojan dames. Unmindful 
of fliameful flight. Undeclining the contefl: of fpears.** 

To her the godlike Priam replied : " Detain me not 
determined to go. Be no dt^ftrous bird, in my halls r 
No omen of dire portent. Ceafe thy requeft. Difmii^ 
thy fears. Me thou flialt not perfiiade. Had any other 
urged my defign, — any mortal, who treads the earth r 
Whether prophet or augur divine,— or prieft, infpired by 
his god : The tale I might have diibelieved, — and avoided 

2 tOi 
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■ 

to obey tlie tommand. But, now, that I heard the voice, 
—that I beheld the fpeaking power : I will obey, with 
es^r fpeed. Never vdin are the wcwrds of the gods \ If 
I am deftined to fall — at the {hips of the Argives to die, 
.—there let me die I Let the ruthlefs Achilles,— lay me 
dead on my fallen Hector. Let him flay me, when tny 
^ed arm* — hold faft my departed ion : When * half my 
borrows are diilblved in my tears." 

' He fpoke : And opened his fragrant ehefts. Twelve 
beauteous robes he withdrew, from his ftores. Twelve 
fingle mantles of fplefidid fize. Twelve carpets, twelve 
beauteous cloaks : ' As many vefts of glofly hue. Ten 
talents of the pureft gold : Two burniflied tripods and 
caldrons four. A high-laboured bowl he produced, — 
which Thrace, in folemn ambally, — ^had beftowed on the 
fovereign of Troy. A mighty gift 1 but this the aged,— 
fpared not, within his lofty halls. Much he wifhed from 
his inmoft foul, — to redeem his fon beloved. 

The king, from his lofty gates,— -drove the Trojans, 
with bitter words : " Go, unhappy, deicrving reproach I 
Have ye not enough of grief ? Dwell no forrows within 
your halls ? That thus, ye crowd around my gates, — to 
add to my mighty woes ? Feci ye no regret for m e ? For 
ME, wh<Mii Saturnian Jove,— has covered, with fo many 
ills, — and deprived of the firft of my fons ? Ye, alfo, fbon 

-? {hall 
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Hiall i^l bis Idfs. His death' has made the ions of Tiof 
—-a much eafler ccmqueft to. Argos. But ore I fliall 
behold, with thefe eyes,— my pec^le flau^itered, my 
city deftroyed, — may my mournful foul defcehd,-— to the 
dreary regions of death.** 

Hs fpoke : And dsove them Irom his ^stes. They' 
retired, from the wrath of the aged. But he upbraided his- 
own brave foas. On his oiFspring he poured r^roach: On 
Helenus, on godlike Paris,,'— on Agatbori of form divine z 
On Paimnon, on gallatit Aiitiphon : On PoUtes in batde 
renowned ; On De'iphobus, on vadiant Hippothous : On: 
Diosy in farm like the gods. Thefe nine, the laft of all his- 
iace,-^-^4he aged upbraided with words : 



' ** Arise, my inglorious Ions ! O worthy of reproach 
and fhame I Would I that all, at once lay flain, — ^inilead 
of Heftpr, at the ihips of the Arglves. Ah me I the mod 
wretched of men ! Many gallant fons I begot, — the glory,, 
the defence of Troy. But now no remnant remains to 
my age ! Loft fen: ever is Meftof divine : And Troilus,. 
unmatched on his car ! He<5tor, mighty He<^or is fallen.. 
•^"B. defcended god among men. He feemed' not the fon 
of a mortal man : But c£ a god, who for ever lives ! 
Thefe all has ruthlefs Mars deftroyed r But yc a mere 
leproach remain* Deceivers I Dancers 1 Debauchees I 

Public 
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Public robbers of lambs and of kids I Why prepare ye 
not my car? Why. place not the prefents aloft? That I 
may turn my fteps, from hence,—and perform my journey, 
with fpeed," 

H E {poke : They revering their chiding fire,— drew 
forth the wain for the mules : Beauteous, fitted with 
wheels, — ^lately made and compared with care. Aloft, 
tile ample coffer they bound. The yoke they brought 
down, from its place. Made of box and well-fitted with 
rin^. The traces they brought down, with the yoke : 
Nine cubits in length they flowed. Thefe they fitted to 
the high-polifhed pole : And drew them backward, 
through the ring, at its end. Thrice they bound them 
to the navel before : While behind, each fingly was tied. 
From the bridal chamber, they bore — and placed, aloft, 
on the polifhed wain,— the rich price of the corfe of 
He<9»r. They joined the beauteous mules to the car: 
The fplendid gifts of the Myiians to Priam. 

For Priam himfelf, his fons — ^led forth his beauteous 
deeds to the yoke : The fleeds, which the hands of the 
aged, — ^fed, with care, in the polifbed flail. Thefe' the 
herald and godlike Priam, — both endued with prudence 
of foul,— -join to the car, in the lofty dome. Near, 
Hecuba, mournful in foul, — approached, with facred 

wine 
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vine in. her hand. The gcdd cup {he reached to the kiDg, 
pour the libation to Jove. She flood before the beau- 
teous fteedsyx-^and, thus, to the. godlike Priam : 

" Take this. Pour libations to Jove. Raife thy vows 
to the father of gods : That fafe thou may'fl return,-— 
from the hands of the cruel foe : 'As thy foul impels thee, 
with force,— -againft my will, to the navy of Argos. But 
thou pour thy fervent prayers, — to the ftOTm-ruling 
offspring ef Saturn : To him who, refiding on Ida,— * 
furveys all Ilium, from high. Demand his own rapid 
eagle,-— «his moft beloved ef all the birds : The ftrongeft 
of the winged race. Demand .him, on the rights to fly; 
Then, beholding the happy fign, — thou, with courage, 
may'ft urge thy way, — to the {hips of the car-ruling Argives. 
But ihould the high-refbunding Jove— ^his broad-winged 
meffenger deny : Then would I not thy fteps impel, — to 
the {hips of the warlike Argives : Though eager to redeem 
thy fon.'* 

To her the godlike Priam replied : " O woman I I will 
not refufe — to perform, what thy foul fuggcfls. It is but 
juft to raife my hands to great Jove. The god may hear 
and' pity my woes." Thus fpoke the aged king. He 
commanded a damfel to pour — ^pureft water, on both 
his hands. She flood, by the fide of the aged — and held 
. You. II. H h h forth 
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forth the bafbn and ewer. But when he had wafhedj he 
received — the golden bowl, • from the hand of his fpouie. 
In the facred circle he flood. He poured forth, in libation 
the wine. Eyeing heaven, with awful regard : He, thus, 
in prayer aloud : 

" O FATHER Jove t • Who reign*ft ^m Ida I Moft 
renowned and greateft of powers ! Send me grateful to 
the tent of Achilles, — ^an obje<^ oipity to his foul. Send 
thy own rapid eagle abroad : Thy mofl-<beloved of all the 
birds I The flrongefl of th(>fe that fly. Send, him abroad^ 
on the right : That, beholding the happy fign,— 'With 
pourage, my Way I may ur^,-— to the fhips of th^ cat;* 
ruling ArgivQs.** 

Thus pra)rihg, the aged fpoke : Prefcient Jove 
heard, from heaven, his V(Hce. Straight he fent his broad- 
winged eagle : The moft perfect of omens, that fly : The. 
prey-chafing eagle of fens, — wide-failing along the wind^. 
Wide as the broad-folding gates— -of the dome of a wealthy 
man : So broad fptea,d, on eit^ier fide, — the ample wings, 
of the founding bird. To the right, he appeared to their 
eyes,— rufhing large o'er the facred Troy. Beholding,, they 
all rejoiced. Sudden gladnefs is poured on thejr fouls.. 

With eager fpeed, the aged king— >^cended the 
pplifhed qar. He drove forth from the echoing porch^ 

. Th« 
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The mules drew the four-wheeled wain, before. Thefe 
the prudent Idaeus drove. 'Behind moved onward die 
fteeds : Which the aged lafhed forward to fpeed : Quick- 
fl3ring throu^ (acred Troy. His friends all followed his 
fteps. They mourned their fovereign, as advancing to 
death. They, now, defcended from the gates — and held 
forward their way to the plain. His fons, his friends 
returned to Troy. The aged drove ilowly along. Nor 
unobferved, by . high-thundring Jove, — they held their 
way, sdong the field. He (poke to Hermes, his fon 
beloved : . 

" O Hermes I" began the god : ** Thee it plea(es, 
above other powers,— -to give thyfelf, a companion, to 
men. Thou hear'ft whom thou wilt and thou aid'ft. Go. 
Descend, my (on. So lead Priam to the (hips of Achaia, 
—-that no eye (hall behold the king : That no Argive 
(hall perceive his approach, — till he comes to the fon of 
Pdeus." 

H E (poke : Nor the god difbbeyed. Straight he bound 
to his feet divine — his pinions beauteous and bright, with 
gold. The(e bear him, with the fpeed of the winds, 
—along the face of the troubled main : Along the breaft 
of the wide-(preading earth. He took his wonder-work- 
ing rod, in his hand : With which he (huts the eyes of 

H h h 2 mortals. 
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moltak, in fldepi-i—er wftkeii^ tlK>fe ^ho«re <ir6waed in 
r€pofb. Holding this, id his' hand divinei-^potent Hermts 
Rtw amaih, on the winds. Straight h^ camt to fkcred 
Iliuin,-— to the Hellerpdht*s echoing ftretoi. He begiuk 
to moVe, oh the land,— <i princely youth in all his gait t 
Now on the verge of manhof^i^-^^aceful In the blooin d£ 
his years. 

When the aged had driven their cars,— ^beyond the lofty 
tomb of Ilus : They lldpt their mules and their beauteous. 
Heeds, — to drink of the rufhing nream. Doubtful twilight 
had now fpread the world. The aged herald iirfl per- 
ceWtity — the near approach 6f H^mes diviiie i And, dius,. 
he fpoke to the godlike Priam : •♦ Cbnfid^r well> Daf<* 
danian Priam. Our wretdhed ftate demands |)rudence o£ 
foul. I behold art advattcitig Warrior. Soofi, I. dtem, we? 
are deftined to die. Or let us fly, with fpeed, with dlit 
fteeds t Or intreat him, feiziiig his knees : If, pethapsj, 
he will pity our years.'* 

TriE foul of the aged was confufed. Dreddful ttf ror. 
invaded him whole. His hair rofe ujj>right, o'er all his. 
limbs* Ailonifhed, amated he ftood. Hehnes, advancing 
near,— feized the trembling hand of the aged 2 Aady 
thus he mildly b^g^ : « Whither, ^tber, diredi'ft thou 
the muk8,--«thy bous^big fteeds> thrbugh th^ night 

divine ? 



<> 
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diviioe f Wh#ii lUrkti^ffe Iks htAfy on fearth ? Wheh ^othef' 
filidrtidf diijoy their tepdfe i' Dftsd'&. thoU not the ftrength^ 
breathing At^re^ ? Thy ilidf tal fbes). and enc&fiiped (b 
near ? Should uiy of theie behead thee^ — laden with 
wealth as thou art, — moving forward through darknefs 
and night : What would then be the ftate of thy foul ? 
Nor thou thyfelf art young, in years, — and aged is h b>. 
who attends : How coiild*ft thou ward away a foe : 
•Shoilid he turn, on thy life his atms? But fHSB I will 
not moleft in dught : N^y t w'ill otliers repel : Fdt 1 
eompare thee to nly father bfelored.**^ 

To. him godlike Priam replied : " True are thy words, 
my fon beloved. All thou, haft fpoken is true. Biiti 
hitherto, feme one of t^e goas — ^prote<Sts me, with his 
heavenly hand. He fent forward upon my courfe,-^ 
THBB,. the happy guide of my lonely way : As graceful 
in thy port and thy form, — as prudent and wife is thy fouL 
May this kindnefs be repaid by the gods,-s-0 thou of 
happy parents bom !** 



To him powerful HelmeS replied : " True is all, that 
the aged has fai<i ! Biit fell this 5 aiid difguife not the 
truth. Serid*ft thou thefe treafures, fo many and rich,— - 
fo fbreigh kingdoms, to fave them from foes ? Or have 
ye al!, aftoniihcd with fear,-»-deferted Ilium cxpofed to 

the 
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the .winds ? For fuch was that moft valiant uiati — ^thy 
Ion beloved, who has perifhed in war I Nor, yielded the 
hero, in ought, — ^to the Argives, with brazen mails." 

To. him godlike Priam replied : "** Who art thou, O 
beft of men ! Of what parents art thou born ? Who 
know'ft fo well my wretched flate ? And the death of 
my haplefs fon ? ** 

To him began the pow£rful Hermes : " ThoQ. 
tempteft me, a^ed king ! In> thus, enquiring about 
Heftor divine. Often, in the ftrife of renown,— have 
thefe eyes beheld the chief: Driving the vanquifhed 
Greeks to their fhips : Breaking their firm ranks, with 
his fpear. We, {landing, .admired die hero. Achilles, 
with Atrides enraged,-<-detained us, on the lliore, from 
the fight. His fervant I am, in the war. The fame 
veflel brought us both to high Troy. Of the Myrmidons 
I am : My father Polydor is called. Abounding in 
wealth is the chief: And, like thee, he is ftricken in 
years. Six fons flill remain in his halls : I, the feventh, 
came, o'er ocean, to Troy, The lots were thrown 
between us all : Fate decreed me to follow : Achilles. 
But now I came, from the (hips, to the field. To- 
morrow, the black-eyed Argives — ^will urge the batd^ 
around thy walls. Ill they bear to fit fecure, in their 

camp : 
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camp : Nor' can the kings of ailembled Argos,! — ^reftxaia 
diem, in their ardour for blood." 

To him replied the godlike Priam : ** If, in truths 
thou art the follower in arms— of Achilles, the fon of 
Peleus : Tell me truly the ftate of things : Remains ftill, 
at the fhips,^ my fon : Or has Achilles expofed him to 
dogs, — to be torn, limb by limb, as their prey. 

' "O AGED kii^F'* replied the god*: "Nor the dogs 
have devoured, thy fon. : Nor reft, upon him, the birds 
of prey. Still he lies at the fhip of Achilles : Negleded 
in the tents of his foe. The twelfth day has pafled o'er 
his fall : Nor yet his body is tainted, in ought. Him 
no lazy worms devour, — wont to feed, on the ilaughtered 
in war. Him, round, the tomb of his friend beloved,-— 
he drags amain behind his car, — ^when beauteous morning 
afcends on the world. But the body remains unfoiled. 
Him, with wonder, thine eyes fhall behold. In dewy 
flumber he feems to lie. The blood is waflied away from 
his corfe : In no part disfigured or torn : His wounds all 
are clt^ed to the fight. THe mai^ wounds, which, along 
his bright form,-— they inflicted, with pointed fteel. Such 
care have the deathlefs gods — employed, for thy fonj 
though dead : For much beloved was the. chief, by their 

fouls," 

Replet^:: 
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. Replete with joy; the aged replied: ^* Good- it is, 
my foil beloved ! To pay their juft rights t© the dezvthleft 
gods. Nor €;ver did my gallant fon«- while yet he 
breathed and iaw the lights, — forget, in his. halk, the 
gods : Who broad . Olympus poflefs, on hight They, 
therefore, have remembered my fon,— evenj in the fhadow 
of ruthlers death.. But thou receive, this gift, from my 
liand,' — this' bcaiitebus, high-laboured bowl. But thou 
proted me, bear me fafbly along,^urider*the guidance of 
favouring gods : To the tent of the great Ion of Peleus." 

To him friendly Hfermes replied: ** Tempt not my 
yo:utji, aged king I Me thou {halt\iiot perfuade. Bid 
me not to receive thy gifts,-: — ^unknown" to the mighty 
Achilles, Much I ihuddcr and dtead, in my foul,— to 
de{poil him of ought of his due : I^eft evil fhould follow 
the crime. But thy leader and guard on the way— I 
would go to the far-i^med Argos; Or in the fwift fliip, 
o'er the maln,r — or companion of thy jouraey, by land. 
Nw fhould any, defpifing thy guide — lift his arms againfl 
thyUfe.**. 

He fpoke : And Hermes^ with a bound,— -^noimted 
the refounding car^ He feized the reins and the whip^ 
in his hand. He t^eathed- ftrength, on the mules and 
the fteeds. But when they came to the towers of the 

'Argives— 
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Argives — ^to their wall and their trench profound : They 
found the guards: pr^aring the repail. The god poured 
flumber, o'er all their lids. He opened at once the gates 
-—throwing back the mighty bars, with his hand. He 
brought forward the godlike Priam : With all the trea- 
fure flowed, on the wain. 

Now they came to the lofty tent—of the mighty ofF- 
{pring of Peleiis. The tent, which t^e Myrmidons reared 
-for their car-ruling king, on. the ftore. tapUlai^ and 
walls were of pine : The roof, aloft, was covered with 
reeds,-r-fliom, with care, from; the fenny . field. Paled 
around was the whole with thick flakes : Forming a wide 
court for the king.. One huge bar of mountain-pine— 
held fa^i with mafi^ length,, the gttte : Which three 
Argives could fcarcely clofe. Three could fcarce unbar 
the door : . Achilles fhut it, with «afe, alone. . This 
Hermes opened wide to the aged : And led, inward, the 
i^lendid gifts, — ^now deflined, for the fwift fbii of Peleus. 

He defcended, from the car, on the ground : And, 
thus, to Priam his words addref^d : <* O aged king I 
A god I am. Deathlefs Hermes, I defcend irom the fky. 
Jove gave , me, as thy leader and guide,-;— through the 
night to the navy of Argos. But I will return to the 
dwelling of gods : Nor will I come to the eyes of Achil- 

Vol. II. I i i les. 
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leg. Unbecoming it were for the deathlefs powers,— thus 
openly to favour mankind. But enter, thou the loftj 
tent. Embrace the knees of the great fon of Peleus. 
Adjure the hero by hjs father,^— by his motlier of tdbarros 
divine : By the foul of his jbn beloved : That diou 
may 'ft move his mighty foul.** 

Thus Speaking, friendly Hermes retired. To the 
fnow-'clad Olympus he roie. Priam lighted, from 
the €ar> on the ^ound. He left without, the aged 
Idseus. He remained to reftrain the- fteeds. Right fop* 
ward the aged moved: To where fat Achilles, beloved 
by the ftorm-ruling Jove. Two only" r^nained of lus 
train. They (landing await thdr lord : The hero Alci- 
medon,—- and Alcimus, a branch of Msffs. The king 
had juft cea(ed the repaid : Nor yet was the table t9^ 
moved. Un^en of all entered Priam divine. • Standing 
near, he feized ^e knees of Achillies : And kii^ hi& 
terrible, his flaughtering h^mds t Which fa mmf of his 
ofRpring had flain. 

As when evil comes, with wei^t, on a man,— •who- 
has murder committed at home. To a neighbouring 
nation he flies : To the halls of feme wealthy man. Silent, 
at orice, he appears^r Wonder ftiflens. all dioie, who 
behold. So aftoniflied was great Achilles t When firft 

he 
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he faw Priam divine. The others flood, amazed, around s 

* 

On each other, they looked, with forprize. Then Priam, 
with a fuppliarif voide,— thus began, in the' hero's eiar i 

** Remember thy father, O Achilles in form like the 
gods I Thy father, equal in years with m e : On the laft 
limits of feeble age ! Him, perhaps, his neighbours, in 
arms,— opprefs, on every fide, with war. Nor any ii 
near the aged,-— to turn evil and deftrudioni away. Yet 
HE, ftill hearing that thou' liv'ft,— s^admits a beam of joy 
to his foul. From day to day, the hero hopes-^to* behold 
his foh beloved,-*— returning from Troy with renown.** 

'< But I> the moft unhappy of men I I begot many vali-< 
^int fons,*— in the wide limits of &cred Troy 1 Nor deem I 
that ONE remains. Fif^ ^lant fons wa« mine,— *when 
the fons of the Argives came. One and twenty of , one 
mother were bom 4 The reft other dames brought forthy 
—in my lofty halls in Troy. Of thefe the moft, deftruc-> 
tive Mars— unbraced in deaths in the conteft of fpears* 
He alone who remained to MB,-^who defended the people 
and town : Him thou lately haft {lain,-*>fighting for his 
native liknd'.- He^or, thou haft lately (lain: For his, 
&kc have I come to the (hips. To ranfom his corfe, from 
thy hands,—- rich' and many sat the prefents I bring. But 
diou revere the gods, AcHilles. Pity, alfo, haplefs me. 

I i i 2 Remember 
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Remember thy father in years. Him I, in wretdiednefs> 
tranfcend. I fuftained, what no mortal ere bore, — ^no 
wretch, that crawls o'er the earth : I fuftained, in my 
fore diftrefs, — ^to lay to my lips, that hand : That Slaught- 
ering hand, that ftill feems red — with the blood of my 
many fons.** 

He fpoke : And awaked to the hero, — the mournful 
memory of his fire. Takings in his hand, his hand,*— 
he gently removed from him> the aged. Refle^ing on 
the paft, they wept. This remembering illuftrious Het9x>ry 
•—poured amain his flowing tears : Rolled in duft, at the 
feet of Achilles. But Achilles mourned his father : To> 
Patroclus, fometimes, wandered his foul. Their groans, 
were mixed, as they rofe, — and filled the halls of the 
flaying king. But when Achilles divine — ^had glutted his 
foul, with wo : When the darknefs difperfed from his 
mind, — ^and foft regret vanifhed away. Straight he flarted, 
from his feat. He raifed the aged, by the hand. He 
pitied his fnow-white head,— his beard now hoary with 
years. With winged words the hero began t 

4 

"Ah haplefs man I Surely thou — many evils hafl 
fufJered, in foul. How could'ft thou fuflain alonC' — to« 
come to the navy of Argos ? To come to the eyes, of & 
inan : Wjio fo many has flain of thy ions ? Thy mind is. 

hardened^ 
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hardcaed, in thy breaft. ' Thy heart is covered, with fteel. 
But now, with confidence, fit, in thy place. We mtift 
fufFer our woes to abate : Though grieving both in our 
fouls. Unavailing is bitter grief. Yet fuch the fat^ 
which the gods have impofed,— on haplefs mortgils : To 
live in tears I Whilft they themfelves, in blifs, ibjoum. 



** Two urns are placed above, — at the threfhold of 

m 

ftorm-ruling Jove. The one with evils replete : The other- 
filled with good. He, to whom th^ thunder-delighted 
king, — ^{hall mix, from both, his fated cup : Now is 
plunged in dreadful ills,-^HioW, with happinefs is* crowned. 
But HE, to whom the evil he gives,'^— is rendered ever; 
obnoxious to wrongs. Him dire calamity purfues,—-o*er 
the fiice of the bounteous earth. He ftrays, unhonoured 
by the gods : By mortals detefted, defpifcd." 

"The deathlds gods, firom his birth, — with their hltf- 
fings covered Peleus. divine. . Above other mortals he rofe 
adorned,-— with wealth, with honours, and wit^ power. 
O'er a pepplie, - he reined with renown. They gave a 
goddefs, a fpbufe,. to his arms. ' But eyen on. him, Jove 
evil pouted. No bfisfiring were born, in his halk — to 
fiicceed to his fceptet and throne. One only ion the chief 
begot : And he is deftitied to . eaf ly death. Not cherifh 
J. the king, in his ^ge. Far, far from my native land :. I 

fit 
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thee 



tkf race. 



*% 



** Thou alfo, as fame reports,— »-wdrt covered once with 
Wealth and with power : From beauteous Leihos* blifsful 
feats, — !a Phrygia's utmofl bounds : From its limits,, that 
verge to the fouth, — -to the Hellefpont's echoing flreams : 
All, old man, obeyed thy voice : All others excelling in 

♦ . 

wealth, in the number of galknt fons-. But ever fince 
the deathlefs gods-^— 5iave poufed this deftrudtlon on Tiroy : 
Ceafeleis battles are urged round thy walls : Thjr p^dns 

* * * • 

are drenched, with the blood of thy friends. But bear 
aHt From thy foul difpel— ^the eeaJelefs gri« that ihrouds 
it around-. It. nothihg avails to mourn — for ever to grieve 
for thy fon. He mafl not ariie^ at thy voice: Thou 
fooner (halt feel other woes.'* 

'S^o- him-^ri&m, in- form like the gods: " Place hie 
act, ia that chair of ftate^ O dtfoendant of prefctene 
Jo^t Whilft Hedtor unburied remains, >«**ftretched in 
^eadi, , Hi thy lofty tents. But quickly reftore my fon^r 
Theit theie eyts- may roll- over I»8 wounds. But thtfot 
receive the giftfi^^-rwhich- many and rich we have broughtv 
May'ft- thou enjoy them- long: And return Ms to thy 
native land': A« thou, haft pitied my fope diftrefs : A« 
(Jiciu hait-fufiS^ me ftill to live^— «^ behold' the fplendid 
light of the fun." 

Sternly- 
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SjBRNLY'ltokin^ im the kiiig,—^tiie great Achilles 
replied : " No farther tempt mj foul, old man I I myfetf 
had alread)r rdSblved,— ^to reftore Hedor, for prefents 
of price. The iheflbnger of thundering Jove, — i<:ame the 
gcxidefs, who brou^t me forth,^^the b»^t daughter of 
hoary Nereus. But well, Priam, I know, in my ibul : 
That fbme one of the deathlefs gods, — ^led thee hither to 
the {hips of the Argives. No mortal durft h^ve entered 
diis camp : Though brave in battle and blooming in years : 
Nor could he our guards deceive : Nor, with eafe, have 
difclofed our gates. Rouze. not, therefore, my foul to 
grief : Nor renew, my declining rage' : Left, old tnan, Jf 
fuiFer thee not- — ^though a fuppliant> within niy tents ! 
Left I break the commands of Jove.** 

He Ipoke : The aged fhudderedj with fear. He 
obeyed the hi^ xommand. The*^ fon of PdcJus, like a 
Hon in force,— bounded f<s(rth, from the hall, alone. Two 
followers attended his fteps : Automedon and' Alcimiis 
brave. - Thcfe he honoured moft of hit friends,— -fince 
Patnoclus rd&g^ed to death. They loofed from the cas 
the fieeds : The beauteous mules, from the four-wheeied 

» 

vrain. They led the Jkerald to the tent : And' placed him, 
ia a lofty feat. From^ the polifhed ieat of the wdn,-— > 
they imloofed the raofom of H^&fix divine* Two pallt 

and 
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and a glo% veft, — they left to coTcr the tody from view. 
AchUles called forth the maids,—- to wafh the corfe, to 
anoint it with oil. He bade than to bear it apart)-— 
left Priam fhould behold his fbn : Left his rage {hould 
kindle, in grief,— -at the fight of the mangled dead : Left 
Achilles agsun provoked, — fhould flay the aged, in fury 
of foul : And break the awfiil commands of Jove. 



When the damfels had Wa{hed the corfe, — and anointed 
it over with oil : They cloathed it with the glofly veft : 
And threw the beauteous pall above. Achilles placed it 
himfelf, on the bier : His friends railed it to the feat of 
the wain. The hero groaned from his inmofi. foul : And 
called, by name, his departed friend : ** Let not, O 

• • • • 

Patroclus beloved! Let not thy wrath arife: Should'ft 
thou hear, in the pegions of death,-?-^that J have Hc6tor 
reftored to his fire. Not unworthy are the prefents he 
gave. Thy ftiare, as becomes, ftiail be thine :. But let 
not thy wrath arife." 

H E fpoke : And Achilles divine— ^returned to his lofty 
tent. He fat in his high-laboured leat,— which the hero 
had left, when he rofe. He fat againft the wall oppofed, 
•—and thus he, to Priain, began : * ** Thy fon is reftored, 
aged king 1 Thy commands in all obeyed. He lies on 
his lofty bier. When the morning ihall rife, on the 

world, 
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world,— -thou (halt bear him hence and behold. But now 
let us think of repaft ■: For even the long-haired Niobe,— 
thought of food in unequalled woes. Shb to whom, in 
their blood, — ^twelve ch^dren lay flain in her halls. - Six 
daughters of beauty divine, — ^fix fons, in the bloom of 
their years. Thefe Apollo flew, with his filver bow,^ 
enraged at Niobe*s vaunts : Thofe fell by the £hafted 
Diana— -who delights in the founding bow : Becaufe Niobe 
equalled herfelf — to bright Latona with long, heavy locks. 
The goddefs two brought forth, (he faid : To herielf 
many were born : But thefe many periflied, at once,— 
beneath the hands of the heavenly two.** 

*< Nine days they lay ftretched, in their blood, l^one 
remained to bury the dead : For the ion of the prudent 
Saturn — ^had converted the people to flones. When the 
tenth facred morning arofe, — ^the deathlefs gods interred 
the flain. Yet she remembered the repafl;,— when tired 
of pouring her tears. Now fome where, among the rocks, 
■^-on the fides of the defart hills : In Sipylus, where, 
they fay, are the halls,— the fecret chambers of the light- 
tripping nymphs,— ' who lead the dance near huge Ache- 
lous: There, though changed into a ftone, — flie ftill 
fuffers the heaven-fcnt woes. But let us remember the 
pleafing repaft— O aged king of form divine. Hereafter 

Vol. II. K k k thou 
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thou may*ft weep o*cr thy foo,— thy" fon beloredt when 
borne to Troy. Regretted by thee is the chief: And 
worthy of many tears.'* 

Thus laying, great Achilles arole. He flew a fiiow- 
white fheep, with fpeed. His friends flead and drefled 
it, with care. The pieces cut are transfixed, with fpits. 
They roafled the whole, with fkill : And placed the meat, 
on the fmoaking board. Automedon> in beauteous, baikets, 
. — handed, round the table, the bread. Achilles himfelf 
divided the flefh to all. Then they to the ready food, — 
extended, at once, their hands. But when the defire, for 
food and wine, — ^was removed from their fated fouls: 
Dardanian Priam, with wonder, gazed — on great Achilles 
the fbn of Peleus. He admired his ftature, his beauty, his 
(hape : For, like the gods. Was the hero in form. Biit 
the mighty Achilles admired— -the awful looks of Dar- 
danian PriAm I Beholding his graceful mien : And hearing^ 
his princely vmcCk 

But when their fouls were fatisfied,— -in flirveying 
each other, in filence : To the hero firfl began— aged 
Priam, in form like the gods : '* Send me quickly 
to refl, — O favoured defcendant of Jove I Suffer me, 
with pleafing repofe, to indulge my weary, limbs: 
For never fnut have been mine eyes, — beneath thefe 
wakeful, tearful lids : Since that day, that beneath thy 

hands. 
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hindsf-^r-my {on poured his foul, on the winds. Ceafelefs, 
arofe my groans. I fufFered a thousand woes t Rolling 
in the duft obfcene— in the court of my lofty dome. 
Now, at length, J have tafled food, — ^nd fhared the 
draught of dark-red wine. Of neither, till now, I 
partook." 

Hb {poke: Achilles i{Iued commandsy-^to his friends 
and attendant maids : To fpread the beds, in the lofty 
porch : To lay the purple blankets, beneatht-^-to fprefad 
the beauteous carpets above : To {Iretch alcmg the ground, 
with rpecd,*^the ample breadth of the {baggy hides. 
The maids i{{ued forth from the hall : Holding each a 
torch, in her hand. Two beds : they fuddenly fartned. 
Meantime Achilles divine— ^rouzed falle f^ar, in the foul 
of the aged : 

« Sleep without, beloved old man t Left fbme chief 
of thef Afgive powers — {hoiild come, as wcMit, to my 
lofty t^it, — to aik my advice, in the war. Should any 
leader of thele behold thee,— lying here, in the night 
divine : Strai^t he ^would conv^ the news— to the {hep- 
herd of his people Atrides. Then, perhaps, {bme delay 
might be formed, — again{l redeeming the corle of thy 
ion. But now tell me truly^ old man I How many days 
ilull the rite$ require«-*fbr the funeral of Hedior divine. 

K k k 2 That 
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That I myfelf may abftain, from the fight i That the 
troops I may, alfo, reftraki ^'* 

To him anfwered the godlike Priam r " If thou per- 
mit'ft me, with pomp, to configa— the corfe of Hedor 
divine to the tomb : Great the favour thou grant*ft, O 
Achilles } And grateful to Priam's foul. Well thou 
know*fl, high defcendant of Jove ! That ihcloled we are, ii^ 
our waMs : That diftant far i» t£e wood,— <ni the brows 
of the ecchoing hills t That the Trojans are afraid of the 
foe. Nizie days fhall we weep, in our halls : On the tsntli 
inter the dead — and fpread the: funeral feaH to the hofh 
On the eleventh, the tomb we (hall rear : Oh the twelfth^ 
ruih again to the fight t Since ha^d neceffity commands.*' 

«* It (hall be fb t" Achilles replied : « Aged Priam, 
thy conunands are obeyed. For fb long I will hinder the 
fight i And grant the requeft of thy foulJ' He fpoke,, 
and teoH the hand, of the aged : His right hand, to con- 
firm his foul. . Both lay in. the porch of the hall r Aged 
Priam and the herald divine, — ^both replete, with pru- 
dence of fouL But Achilles retired to reft,' — ^in the inr 
moft recefs of his tent. He lay by the graceful fide—- of 
Brifeis witK long, heavy locks.. 

The other gods are funk in reft. Men refign the night 
to repofe. Subdued with pleafing fleep, they Ke : But 
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iltimber rcfts not on art-loving Hermes. The god revolves 
deep in his foul, — ^how to lead Priam away, — ^from the 
navy of warlike Argos : To the facred guards of the 
gates unknown. He flood, above the head of the aged, 
— and thus poured bis voke divine, in his ear : 

*^ Commands not thy flate ought of thy care ? Whil'ft 
thus thou yiieldeft to repofe among foes ? Unhurt thou 
iemain*ft by Achilles. With much wealth thovt haft 

« 

ranfbmed thy ion. Yet thrice the wealth, thou haft be* 
ftowed,—- thy children left (halt pay for thbb : Should 
Agamemnon, the ion of Atreus,-— {hould all the Aigives 
know that herb,— -thou pafteft the night, in repoie.*.^ 

He '{poke t THe old man (huddering arofe. He 
awaked the herald divine. Hermes hamefted the fteeds 
and the mules. He drove them quick, through the camp 
of the Argives : And none perceived them, as they 
nailed. But when they came to the dear-ruihing ftream 
of gMlphy Xanthus, defcended of Jove t Hermes rofe, 
on the windsy to Olympus : Aurora, in her £i^on-rob& 
— ipread her light, o'er the face of the world. The 
aged, with groans and loud laments — drove forward their 
fteeds to the town. The mules bore the body along.. 
Nor any other of men*— of women elegantly zoned, — 
perceived the aged> as. they came 1 But Caflandra,. like 
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golden Venu9. Afccnding high Pergamua, the maid>^ 
beheld firft her father beloved. She beheld him> in his 
polifhed car,-^with the herald divine, by his (ide. Him 
ihe fftw, on the wain,' — ftrctchcd in death, on the lofty 
bier. Shrill rofe the. voice of her wo t She, thus, 
^Qyd, as flie rufljed, through the town : 

<* Go forth, O Trojans and Trojan danies I Go. Meet 
Heftor-^if him when aUve,--^ye met with joy returning 
from war. Great the gladnefs was the hero to all,«<«*to 
the city, to the people of Troy i But, now, he returns, 
their wo. I '^ 6hie fpoke : They poured all, through the 
gates. . Nor man nor woman remained in Troy. Sorrow 
not to be borne — ^ruflied darkly, on all their fouls. Near 
the walls they met the corfe. His fpoufe beloved, his 
mother revered — tore their hair, ^s they rufhed to the 
wain : And tbuched the head of their much-beloved. 
The whole people ftood around, in their tears. Now 
had they wept down the whole day, — to the faU of the 
weftern fun : Pouring forth a flood of tears,— s-for Hedlor 
divine, ^t the gates : If the aged had not, thus, from his 
<iar, — ^addre^ed his people all wailing around : 

« Give way, my people beloved 1 Open wide a 'path 
for the miiles. Ye may ghit yourfelvea with tears,**— 
when I &all bear him home to his balls.'* He fpoke : 

They 
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Thsj divided apace. They opened a path for the, wain. 
When they bore, to his lofty halls, the dead: They 
placed hiniy on a beauteous bed. The mournful fingerd 
are near him difpofed,-^Co raiie the doleful funeral fbng. 
They mixed the fad air, with their groans : Women) 
near, raifed the voice of their grief. The whitc^armed 
Andromache, came. She firfl began the .mighty wo ; 
Holding in her fndVr-^white hands,-^the graceful head of 
the flaying king : 

** My hufband, fallen in early youth I Me a widow, 
thou hafl left, in tHy halls. Thy fbn, an infant, thou 
haft left : The wretched fon of a haplefs pair. Nor he, 
I deem, fKall rife to man. Soon this city fhall fink to 
the duft. Thou, its defender, an gone: Thou, the 
guardian of lofty Troy I The prefenrcr of its feeble dames, 
— Kjf its infants of tender years I But they fhall be, borne 
o'er the main : And I, among the weeping flaves. Thou> 
my fbn, ihalt attend : To be employed, in tmworthy 
tmls { To labour for fome lord unkind. Or. fbme one 
oi the Argives— fhall hurl thee, headlong, to death, from 
a tower : Enraged for the fall of a brother,— a father or 
fbn beloved,— whom Heiftor flew, in the ftrife c^ renown. 
For many warriws of diftant Ai^os— bit in death, the 
bloody ground : Beneath the hands of HeAor divine. 

Not 
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Not mild was thy father, in difmal fight : For this his 
native city mourns : For this his people are melted in 
tears. Endlefs, Hedor, are the woes,-— the forrows un- 
{pcakably great,— which cloud thy wretched parents, in 
years. But I, the moft, am abandoned to grief: More 
heavy is the weight, on my Covl. . Thou haft not ftretched 
to ME, from thy bed,<*— with feeble efibrt, thy dyii^ 
hand : Thou haft not poured thy latter words, in mine 
ear : To be recorded in my foul,— day and ni^t, the 
(iibje^Sfc of flowing tears.'* 

Thus weeping Andromache fpoke. The dames added 
their £ghs to her groans. In the midft haplefs Hecuba 
rofe : And thus began the bitter wo : << He^or, moft 
beloved of her {bns, — ^by Hecuba's mournful foul. Surely 
thou, while yet alive, — ^wert dear to the deathlefs gods. 
To thee, ^{b, they extended their care,— when covered, 
with the cloud of death. My other fons, deftrudUve 
Achilles, — ^when he feized them, he fold afar : Acrofs 
the wafte waves of the main : To Samos, to rocky 
Imbros,— to Lemnos deftitute of ports. But when, with 
his long-pointed fpear — ^he deprived thee, O Hedor, of 
life : He dragged thee difhonoured, around, — the lofty 
tomb of his friend Patroclus : Whom thy. ipear laid in 
death, in the fight. But now, though dead, thou feem*ft 

to 
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*to lie,— an dewy flumber and frefli in the halls : Like 
H I M, whom the bowycr Phoebus, — lays in death with his 
gentle darts." 

Thus weeping, the mother {poke. She waked the 
voice of forrow round. Beauteous Helen came, the third : 
And thus the queen began the wo : " O Hedlor 1 moft 
beloved, by my foul,— -of all my brothers in lofty Troy. 
Would t I had periOied, ere that day-«*-whea Alexander 
of forai divine,-r*hrougfat me hither to Ilium) efpou£bd. 
The twentteth year ts rolling paft : Since I left, in evil 
hour,— the loved (hore of my native land. Never from 
diee, O He^or, — heard I a hard, a r^roachful word. 
But when, in the lofty halls,— <iay o^ier upbraided Helen ? 
Or brother or fcornftil fitter,— haughty, widi her iweep- 
ing train *. Or eveij Hecuba. Princely Priam,— like a 
father, was ever mild : Thou did'ft always reftrain 
their fcorn : And foothe me, with gentle words. For 
this, I mourn thee laid in death : In thee, my haplefs 
felf I mourn : And feel the forrow deep, on my heart. 
For now, iu wide-extended Troy, — ^no friend, no pro- 
tedcxr have I. By all hated, by all abhorred,—^<ui out- 
caft, forlorn and loft I '* 

Thus weeping {poke beauteous Helen. The whole 

people loud-wailed around. Priam {poke, at length, ia 
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the midft. Troy liftened to the voice of her king: 
^* Hafte. Bring wood to the city, O Trojans. Fear 
not, in your cautious fouls, — ^the deep ambufk of warlike 
Argos. Achilles, when he.fent me to Troy, — ^from the 
hollow fhips of the Argive powers, — ^promifed to abftain, 
from the fight : Till the twelfth morning fliall arife, on 
the world." 

. He Ipokc : They were rouzed to the toU. Mules and 
oxen were joined to the wains. Nine diays, they gathered 
the wood : But when the tenth morning arofe,— -difplaying 
light to mortal men. Then they brought fc^th, in their 
tears, — ^the corfe of the daring He<9:or^ They placed it, 
on the top of .the pile i Aiul kindled, bdtow, the flame. 
But when the daughter of the dawn, — the roiy-fingered 
Aurora appeared : The frequent people convened,— 
around the pyre of Hedor divine. 

When all were convened around, — Spreading wide 
their murmuring lines : They extinguifhed the pyre, 
with red wine : All that the flame had feized. Then 
his brothers, his companions beloved, — colleded the 
fnow-white bones. Frequent rofe their heavy ^oans : 
Faft defcended the tears, on their cheeks. In a golden 

■ 

urn they difpofed the bones: Wrapt round with a foft> 
purple veil. They placed the-uui, in a hollow trench. t 
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